Birkin had been seeing

a lot of Ursula. She was deeply

in love with him, and continually
asked him to tell her he loved her.
But he wanted something

more than that, some kind

of spiritual union that was beyond
love, and they always argued
about it. ..

One day he suddenly felt he must
go to her at once and ask her

to marry him. They must form

a communion, make

a permanent union.
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David Herbert Lawrence

David Herbert Lawrence (1885—1930) is an English novelist,
poet and essayist, one of the most gifted an influential figures in the
20t century literature, one of the makers of the modern English fic-
tion. A son of a miner, David Herbert Lawrence was born and grew
up in a coal-mining town in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire. This are:
was both industrial and rural at the same time, and Lawrence often
brought it and its people vividly to life.

His most famous novels — “Lady Chatterley’ Lover”, "Sons
and Lovers”., “Women in Love” and the “Rainbow”, later called
“Wedding Ring” — entered the 100 best novels of the 20" century.

Lawrence’s novels are filled with scenes of sensuous beauty,
but they are also works of philosophical ideas and deep penetration
into the human psyche.

His fiction shows complicated, often tortured relationships
between men and women. Many of the characters of his books are
torn between love and independence. His frank discussion of sexual
passion shocked many readers, and some of his novels were banned
as obscene in several countries.



1. SISTERS

Ursula and Gudrun Brangwen sat one morning at the window
of their father’s house in Beldover, working and talking. Ursula was
embroidering and Gudrun was drawing upon a board which she held
on her knee.

‘Ursula,’ said Gudrun, ‘don’t you really want to get mar-
ried?’ Ursula laid her embroidery down. Her face was calm and
considerate.

‘I don’t know,” she replied. "1t depends on what you
mean.’

‘Well,” said Gudrun ironically, ‘it usually means one thing. But
don’t vou think that if you get married, you’d be in a better position
than you are in now?’

A shadow came over Ursula’s face. ‘1 might,’ she said. ‘But
I’'m not sure.’

‘But aren’t you tempted? Wouldn’t you be tempted if you had
a really good offer?’

‘When it comes to the point!, I'm only tempted not to.” The
faces of both girls suddenly lit up with gaiety.

“Isn’t it an amazing thing,’ cried Gudrun, ‘how strong the
temptation is not to!” They both laughed, looking at each other. Yet
in their hearts they were frightened.

The sisters were women, Ursula twenty-six and Gudrun twen-
ty-five. But both had the cold, virgin look of modern girls. Gudrun
with her soft skin and soft hands was very beautiful — she seemed
gentleness itself. She wore a dress of dark blue silky material, with
green lace at the neck and sleeves, and she had bright green stock-
ings. She had just come back from London, where she had spent
several years at art school as a student, living an isolated studio life.
Ursula was class mistress of Willey Green Grammar School? as she
had been for some years. She lived a good deal by herself, working,
passing from day to day, always trying to give life her own compre-
hension. Ursula looked at Gudrun with admiration. She thought her
sister charming and beautiful.

“Why did vou come home, Prune??” she asked.

Gudrun knew she was being admired. She sat back from her
drawing and looked at Ursula from under her curved eyelashes. ‘I've
asked myself that a thousand times,’ she replied. ‘I think it was to
gather my strength before going off again.’

‘And how do you find home, now you have come back to it?’
asked Ursula.

Gudrun paused for a moment and then in a cold, truthful voice
said, ‘I find myself completely out of it.”

‘And father?’

‘I haven’t thought about him: I’'ve tried not to.’

They worked on in silence for some time. Gudrun’s cheeks
were a little flushed. ‘Shall we go and look at the wedding?’ she asked
at last, in a voice that was too casual.

“Yes!” cried Ursula, throwing aside her embroidery and leaping
up as if to escape something.

The two girls walked quickly down the main road of Beldover,
a wide street with shops and houses, completely formless and mis-
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erable. Gudrun, who had just come from Chelsea and Sussex?, was
shocked with the ugliness of the small coal mine town. It was strange
that she should have chosen to come back to this shapeless ugliness.
It was a real torture.

They turned off the main road, passed a common kitchen gar-
den, with sooty cabbages and other vegetables. On the left was a val-
ley with coal mines, where black smoke rose up from the chimneys.
Nearby were rows and rows of houses of darkened red brick. Even
the path on which the sisters walked was black with soot. Women,
who were standing gossiping at the end of their block with their arms
folded over their aprons, stared after the Brangwen sisters. Their
children called out names>.

Gudrun went on half dead. She was aware of her grass-green
stockings, her large, grass-green hat and her long, soft coat of a
bright blue colour. She clung to Ursula, who was more used to this
dark, hostile world. Near the church stood a little group of expect-
ant people, waiting to see the wedding. The daughter of the chief
mine-owner of the district, Thomas Crich, was getting married to a
naval officer. The two sisters held themselves tense and went straight
towards the gate.

‘Look at the stockings!” said a voice behind Gudrun, and a
sudden anger swept over her.

Punctually at eleven o’clock, the carriages began to arrive.
The wedding guests mounted the steps and passed into the church.
Gudrun watched them closely. There came the mother, Mrs Crich,
with her eldest son, Gerald. She was a strange, untidy figure. Her
face was pale, yellowish, with clear, transparent skin. Her features
were sharp but rather handsome and her colourless hair was com-
ing down onto her shoulders in untidy wisps. Her son was of a fair,
sun-tanned type, above middle height, well-made, and almost exag-
geratedly well-dressed. He had a strange look, as if he didn’t belong
to the people around him. Gudrun noticed him at once. There was
something northern about him that magnetized her. His fair hair was
shining like the sun on ice.

‘Is that Gerald Crich?’ she asked Ursula.

"Yes.’

"He seems frightfully separate.’

“You know he shot his brother?’ said Ursula.

*Shot his brother!” cried Gudrun.
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‘Didn’t you know? He and his brother were playing together
with a gun. He told his brother to look down it, and it was loaded. It
blew the top of his head off. Isn’t it a horrible story?’

‘How fearful,’ cried Gudrun. *Was it long ago?’

‘Oh ves, they were just boys,’ said Ursula. ‘I think it is one of
the most horrible stories | know.’

‘And isn’t it horrible to think of such a thing happening to one
as a child, and having to carry the responsibility for it all through
one’s life?” The two girls shivered.

The bridesmaids were there, and yet the bridegroom had not
come. Ursula knew one of the bridesmaids — a tall, slow woman,
with a mass of fair hair and a long, pale face. This was Hermione
Roddice, a friend of the Criches. She was rich. She walked with her
head held up, balancing an enormous yellow hat with long ostrich
feathers. People were silent and impressed when she passed by.

Ursula watched her with fascination. She was the most re-
markable woman in the Midlands®. Her father was a Baronet’
and she was a woman of the new school, full of intellectuality and
passionately interested in reforms. Hermione knew herself to be
well-dressed; she knew herself to be socially equal if not far the
superior to anyone she was likely to meet there. And yet her soul
was tortured. She longed for Rupert Birkin, the school inspector, to
arrive. They had been lovers for years. When he was there, she felt
happy. If only he would form a close and lasting relationship with
her, she’d be safe during the hard voyage of life. He could make
her feel triumphant, triumphant over the very angels® of heaven.
But he always kept her off. He should be at the wedding too, for he
was the best man”.

She entered the church and looked slowly around for him,
but he was not there. A terrible storm came over her, as if she were
drowning. Never had she known such terrible hopelessness.

Outside Ursula felt a growing sense of fear. She could not bear
it that the bride had arrived but there was no groom. The wedding
must not be a fiasco. The bride’s carriage had already arrived. The
door of the carriage was thrown open and the bride stepped out with
her father, a thin, tired man with thin black beard, touched with grey,
and walked over on the red carpet. Ursula was watching the hill and
the descending road that should give sign of the groom. At last she
saw a carriage. Yes, it was the bridegroom. Ursula turned towards the
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bride and the people and from her place gave a cry. She wanted to
warn the others, but her cry was inaudible and she flushed in confu-
sion. The carriage came down the hill and drew near. There was a
shout from the people, and the groom jumped out. He glanced up
and saw the bride and her father standing near the church. A strange
surprised look went over his face. He hesitated for a moment, then
ran up to the church door.

With a shout of excitement the bride turned and ran towards
the church, with the young man speeding after her like a hound.

Cries and exclamations burst from the crowd. Ursula turned
and saw Rupert Birkin approaching the bride’s father, a faint smile
on his face. The two men came slowly up the path together.

Birkin was as thin as Mr Crich and ill-looking. His figure was
narrow but nicely made. He went trailing one foot slightly, which
came only from self-consciousness. He was clever and differed from
the others, vet he tried to look perfectly ordinary. He did this well.
Now he spoke easily to Mr Crich as they walked along the path and
disappeared into the church. Ursula was left thinking about him. He
attracted and annoyed her.

Inside the church the wedding was going on. Hermione Rod-
dice was thinking only of Birkin. He stood near her. She seemed
to lean towards him. She wanted to stand touching him, so that
she could be sure he was there. He had seen her on entering the
church; had seen her beautiful grey eyes searching for his, signal-
ling. But he had avoided her look. Now he stood feeling dislike
and pity for her.

The bride and bridegroom were married, and the party
went into the vestry!Y. Then they all came out of the church.
Gudrun watched Gerald Crich, fair, good-looking, with a great
reserve of energy. There was a strange secretiveness showing
through his almost happy appearance. Gudrun rose sharply and
went away. She wanted to be alone to think about this strange.
exciting man.

Vocabulary

embroider — BbILIUBATH
considerate — cocpenoToueHHBIN

tempt — UCKYINATh

yet — O/1HAKO

virgin — 1eJIOMYJAPEeHHbIN, 18 BCTBEHHDIN; 30. HEMPUCTYIHbIA
casual — DeccrpacTHbIM

miserable — ybooruii

torture — nNbITKA

SO0ty — 3aKOTYEeHHbIH

gOSSip — CIUIeTHUYATh

hostile — BpaxnedHbIN

tense — HanpsKeHHLIH

wisp — npsjib (BOJOC)

exaggeratedly — usnuine, Ypes3MepHo

load — 3apsekaTh

bridesmaid — noapyxka HeBeCTbI
bridegroom — KeHMX

ostrich — cTpayc

with fascination — 3auapoBaHHO

long for (smth) — cTpacTHO KeaaTh (Yero-i.)
hound — Gop3as (nopoda cobax)
self-consciousness — 3aCTEHYMBOCTh, CKOBAHHOCTb
secretiveness — CKpPbITHOCTh

Notes

When it comes to the point — Korna noxoaut 1o aena

2 class mistress of ... Grammar School — kiaccHast 1amMa B... cpejiHeit
ITKOIC ¢ H3VHECHHMEM KITACCHYECKHX A3bIKOB

3 Prune — YepHocnuska; nackarensHoe umst [anpan

4 Chelsea — Yenacu: enteredenibHbINH paitoH B 3anaaHoil yactu Jlon-
JIOHA: M3BCCTEH TAKXKE KaK paifoH Xy10KHUKOB; Sussex — Cyccekc;
rpa¢TBO HA 0I'0-BOCTOKE AHIITHU

> called out names — 003bIBATHUCH, APAZHHINCD

6 the Midlands — MuuieHic; HeHTpatbHbIe rpadcTBa AHTITUN

" Baronet — DapoHeT; HU3MIKWK HACEACTBEHHBIN TUTYJ, TICPEI UME-
HeM DapoOHETa CTABUTCS TUTVIT «C3pP»

8 the very angels — camu aHreib

9

the best man — 1adgep Ha caanbe
I} yestry — KoMHaTa, r1e npouCXoJanT perucrpaims dpaka
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II.

I1I.

Activities

Match up the English words and word-combinations in the left column
with their Russian equivalents in the right column.

1) be used to smth 4) CTpaycOBbIE MEPbY

2) strong temptation b) 3aypsiaHblid, DaHANbHbBIA

3) comprehension c) yOexarboTyero-ji., M30exarhb

4) escape smth 4yero-Ji.

5) carry responsibility | d) cHAIBHOE UCKYLLIEHUE

6) ostrich feathers €) CTBLLOMThCH

7) long for smth f) crTpacTHO Xenath 4ero-Ji.

8) hopelessness g) TMOHMMAHHUE, MOCTUXKEHHE

9) commonplace h) nNpPUBBIKHYTH K YeMY-I1.

10) be ashamed i) HECTH OTBETCTBEHHOCTb
]} 0e3HaJEKHOCTb

Say whether these statements are true or false. Correct them if they
are false.

1) Ursula wanted to get married.

2) Gudrun was a class mistress of Grammar School.

3) When Gudrun came home she felt herself quite comftort-
able at home,

4) Beldover was a large, lovely town.

5) Gerald Crich immediately attracted Gudrun’s atten-
tion.

6) Hermione was in love with Gerald Crich.

7) The groom was the first to arrive at the wedding.

8) Rupert Birkin was a perfectly commonplace person.

Imagine that you are:

e  Gudrun. Describe your impressions of Beldover.
e Ursula. Tell us about the wedding.
e Hermiona. Describe your feelings during the wedding.
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2. CLASSROOM

The school day was drawing to an end. In the classroom, the
last lesson was in progress, peaceful and still. It was elementary bot-
any. The desks were littered with catkins of hazel and willow!, which
the children had been drawing. Ursula stood in front of the class,
leading the children by questions to understand the structure and the
meaning of catkins. A heavy, orange-coloured beam of light came in
at the west window gilding the children’s heads with red gold.

She heard but did not pay attention to the creak of the door.
Suddenly she started. She saw in the beam of orange light the face of
a man, It was shining like fire, waiting for her to notice him.

‘Did I frighten you?’ said Birkin, shaking hands with her. ‘I
thought you’d heard me come in.’

‘No,’ she faltered, scarcely able to speak. He laughed, saying
he was sorry, and she wondered why it amused him.

‘It is so dark,’ he said. ‘Shall we have the light?’ And, mov-
ing aside, he switched on the strong electric lights. The classroom
became a strange place after the soft magic, that had filled it before,
had disappeared. Birkin turned curiously to look at Ursula. Her eves
were round and wondering. Her mouth trembled slightly. There was
a living, tender beauty shining from her face. He looked at her with
a new pleasure, feeling joyful in his heart.

“You are drawing catkins?’ he asked. ‘Give them some coloured
pencils, won’t you, so that they can show the difference between the
red and yellow flowers.’

‘It will make the books untidy,” said Ursula, flushing.

‘Not very,” he said. 'It’s the fact you must emphasize, not the
subjective impression. What's the fact? — Red little spiky stigmas
of the female flowers, dangling yellow male catkins, yellow pollen?
flying from one to the other. You must make a pictorial record of
the fact.”

At that moment another person was seen through the glass
panels of the door. It was Hermione Roddice.

‘I saw your car,’ she said to Birkin. ‘Do you mind my coming
to find you? I wanted to see you when you were on duty.” She looked
at him for a long time, intimately and playfully. She gave a short little
laugh and only then turned to Ursula, who, with all the class, had
been watching the little scene between the two lovers.

[



"‘How do you do, Miss Brangwen,” sang Hermione in her low
odd, singing fashion. ‘Do you mind my coming in?" Her grey eyes
rested on Ursula, as if summing her up*.

‘Oh no, I like it awfully,” laughed Ursula, a little bit excited and
confused, because Hermione seemed to be compelling her, coming
very close to her, as if intimate with her.

Hermione looked a strange figure in the classroom, wearing a
large old cloak of greenish cloth with a high fur collar and a lavender
dress underneath. She was tall and a little eccentric.

‘Ah, you are doing catkins!” she sang. ‘Aren’t they beautiful? |
think they’re so beautiful,” she went on, moving closer to Birkin and
pointing to the flowers with her long, white fingers. Her behaviour
was strange. Both Birkin and Ursula were staring at her. The little
flowers seemed to have some mystic attraction for her.

The lesson was finished, the books put away, and the children
sent home, but still Hermione made no move to go. Ursula put away
her things in the cupboard and, after a while, Hermione came near
to her.

“Your sister has come home?” she said.

“Yes,” said Ursula.

‘And does she like being back in Beldover?’

‘No.’

‘I wonder how she can bear it. It takes all my strength to bear
the ugliness of the place. Won’t you come with your sister to stay at
Breadalby for a few days?’

“Thank vou very much,’ said Ursula.

‘I should be so glad. I think your sister is wonderful. | have
some of her works, two birds carved in wood and painted — perhaps
you have seen them?’

‘No.’

‘I think they’re perfectly wonderful.’

‘Her little carvings are strange,” said Ursula.

‘They're perfectly beautiful — full of primitive passion.” Her-
mione looked down at Ursula with a long gaze and then suddenly
turned from her as if she were no longer there. *Rupert, Rupert,’ she
called. He approached in silence. ‘Do you really think, Rupert,’ she
asked, ‘that it is worthwhile? Do vou think the children are better,
richer and happier with all this knowledge about the catkins? Isn’t
it better,” she continued, ‘to leave them untouched? Can’t they be
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animals, primitive animals that don’t know anything, rather than?
this self-consciousness, this inability to be spontaneous?’

They thought she had finished, but just as he was going to reply,
she went on. ‘When we have knowledge, don’t we lose everything?
Don’t we lose all our animal instincts? If | know about the flower,
don’t I lose the flower and have only the knowledge? And what does
it mean to me after all? What does all this knowing mean? It means
nothing.’

“You are just making words,” he said brutally. ‘Knowledge is
evervthing to you. You want it in your head. You don’t want to be an
animal, you want to observe your own animal functions to get an in-
tellectual delight out of them. Passion and instincts? You want them
all right, but only in your head.”

Ursula was embarrassed. It frightened her to see how they
hated each other.

‘But your passion is a lie,” he went on violently. It isn’t passion
at all, it is your will. Your commanding will. You’re not instinctive.
You’re the most deliberate thing that ever walked or crawled.’

He looked at her with hate and contempt, but also in pain be-
cause she suffered, and in shame because he knew he tortured her.
There was a sense of tension in the air, as if too much had been said.
Hermione looked at Birkin with a long, slow, spiteful look. “You know
all about me, don’t you?’ she said coldly to him and then she turned
with pleasant smile once more to Ursula.

‘You are sure you will come to Breadalby?’ she asked.

‘Yes, | should like to very much,’ replied Ursula.

‘I'm so glad. Some time in about a fortnight. Yes? I'll write to
you here at the school, shall I? And you’ll come? | shall be so glad.
Goodbye, goodbye!”

Hermione held out her hand and looked into the eyes of the
other woman. She knew Ursula was a rival, and the knowledge made
her strangely excited. Besides, she was leaving with Birkin, and that
gave her a sense of strength and advantage over Ursula.

Ursula secretly was watching Birkin. There was a great physical
attractiveness in him, a great hidden richness that shone through his
thinness, like another voice, conveying another knowledge of him.
She could not say what it was. He too said goodbye and then suddenly
they were gone. Ursula stood looking at the door for some moments
and then put out the lights. Having done so, she sat down again in her
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chair, absorbed in her thoughts. And then she began to cry, bitterly
weeping: but whether for misery or joy she didn’t know.

Vocabulary

gild — 3o10TUTH

creak — ckpun

start — B3IpPOTHYTH

falter — bopmoTarh, rOBOpHTH 3alMMHASICH

scarcely — eaBa

strange — 4yKO0H, HE3HAKOMBIH

tender — HeXHBbIH

compel — nOAUMHATL CBOEH BOJIE

lavender — OeaAHO-TUIOBLIN

carve — BBIPE3aTh ITO JEPEBY

self-consciousness — 3d. 3IpaBOMBICIHE, OCO3HAHHE

spontaneous — 39, €CTECTBCHHBIIA, MMITYJIBCHBHBIA, HE CKOBAaHHBIHN
YCJTOBHOCTAMH

be embarrassed — yyBcTBOBaTh c€0s1 HETOBKO

will — Bong, xxenauue

deliberate — OCMOTPUTEIbHBIH, PACCYAUTENBHBIN

crawl — nonsats

contempt — npe3peHHe

spiteful — 3;100HBII, A3BHTEILHBIN

rival — conepHMK, colepHUuLA

convey — repeaaBark, coo01aTh

Notes

' the desks were littered with catkins of hazel and willow — cTonb1 GbUTH
3aBaJIeHbI CEpeXKaMH OpeLIHHKA W UBHI

2 red little spiky stigmas of the female flowers, dangling yellow male
catkins, yellow pollen — xpacHbie ManeHbKHE 3a0CTPEHHBIE PhLIbLIA
JKEHCKMX [IBETKOB, CBUCAIONTHE XKEThIE CePEeXKH MYKCKHUX 1LIBET-
KOB, XeNTas MblUTblLIA

3 You must make a pictorial record of the fact. — Bbl 10/1XHBI 3armie-

YaTIETh 3TOT (PaKT B PUCYHKE,

as if summing her up — ci10BHO olleHUBast ee

rather than — 4yem
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Activities

Fill in the blanks with suitable words from the box in a proper form.

1)
2)
3)

4)
5)

6)
7)
8)

9)
10)

be in progress
compel
start
approach
curiosity
embarrassed
tender
contempt
emphasize
a fortnight

In his speech the director of our school
the importance of discipline.

The train was Moscow and the passen-
gers rushed to the windows.
His parents tried him to enter the eco-

nomic faculty against his will.

The construction of the new stadium

My annual holiday lasts only

to make the best of it.

The young man was kissing his girl-friend and whispering
words to her.

Those who betray (npenasatb) their friends deserve

and I try

‘I ask you about your relations with Daniel not because
of but because I want to help you,’
mother said to her daughter.

A man appeared so suddenly that the girl
Being asked questions about her private life the actress
was

Answer the questions to the text.

)

What were the children drawing?

-
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II1.

2)  Why did Birkin want the children to use coloured pen-
cils?

3) Why did Hermione come to school?

4) How was she dressed?

5) Where did she invite Ursula to?

6) Did Hermione think that education makes children bet-
ter and happier?

7) Birkin didn’t believe her words, did he?

8) With what feelings did he look at Hermione?

9) What made Hermione so excited when she was leaving?

10) What did Ursula think of Birkin when looking at him?

Use the words and phrases from this chapter to characterize:

e Ursula’s condition when she saw Birkin in her class.
e Hermione’s behaviour towards Birkin.

e Birkin’s feelings towards Hermione.

e Ursula’s feelings when Birkin and Hermione had left.

3. IN THE TRAIN

A few days later Birkin was called to London. He had a flat in
Nottingham, because his work was chiefly in that town, but often he
was in London or in Oxford. He moved about a great deal and his
life seemed uncertain.

On the platform of the railway station he saw Gerald Crich,
reading a newspaper and evidently waiting for the train. From time
to time. in a manner that was characteristic of him, Gerald lifted his
head and looked around. Even though he was reading a newspaper,
he kept a watchful eye on his surroundings. Suddenly he saw Birkin
and came forward with his hand outstretched.

‘Hello, Rupert, where are you going?’

‘London. So are you, | suppose.’
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“Yes,” Gerald looked at Birkin curiously. “We’ll travel together
if you like.’

When the train came, they went on board and took their seats
at a little table by the window in the restaurant car. Birkin glanced
quickly at his newspaper and then looked up at Gerald. There was a
strange smile in Gerald’s eyes, a look of curiosity.

‘Ah, life!” said Birkin. ‘“Tell me, Gerald, what do you live for?’

Gerald’s smile disappeared in surprise. ‘“What do I live for?” he
repeated. ‘I suppose I live to work, to produce something. Besides,
[ live because I am living.’

‘And what is your work? Getting thousands of tons of coal out
of the earth every day? And when we’ve got all the coal we want, and
everyone has a piano in their homes and good furniture, and our bel-
lies are full, what then?’

Gerald laughed. ‘We haven’t got it yet,” he replied. A great
many people do not have a rabbit and the fire to cook it.’

‘So while you get the coal, I must catch the rabbit?’ said Birkin
mocking at Gerald,

‘Something like that,’ said Gerald. ‘At least you’ve got to start
with material things,” he added, smiling, not really knowing what
Birkin wanted.

There was a silence between the two men for some time, then
suddenly Birkin’s eyes looked straight into those of the other man.

‘What do you think is the aim and object of your life, Gerald?’
he asked.

Again Gerald was taken aback'. He could not understand what
his friend was getting at. ‘At this moment [ can’t say,” he answered,
a little ironically.

“What has your life been so far?’

‘Oh, finding things out for myself and getting experiences.’

‘I believe,’ said Birkin, ‘that one needs one really pure, single
activity — I should call love a single activity. But I don’t really love
anyone now.’

"Have you ever really loved anyone?’ asked Gerald.

‘No,’ replied Birkin.

‘Nor 1.0

‘And do you want to?’

Gerald smiled. ‘I don’t know,” he said.

‘And I do. I want to love,’ said Birkin.
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“You do?’

‘Yes, | want the love of just one woman.’

Gerald watched the other man with a sardonic smile. ‘I don't
believe that a woman, one woman will ever make my life.” Then he
turned and looked out of the window at the flying, golden landscape.
Birkin could not help seecing? how beautiful and soldierly his face
was. Gerald turned suddenly and asked, ‘Where are you staying in
London?’

“With a man in Soho?. I pay part of the rent of a house and
stay there when I like.’

‘Good idea — have a place more or less of your own,’ said
Gerald.

“Yes, but 1 don’t care for it much. I'm tired of the people |
always find there.’

‘“What kind of people?’

‘Art — music — London Bohemia.’

‘What are they? Painters, musicians?’

‘Painters, musicians, writers, models, advanced young people,
anybody who is openly against convention and belongs to nowhere
in particular. They are often young fellows down from the university,
and girls who are living their own lives, as they say.’

‘All loose?’ said Gerald.

Birkin looked at Gerald and saw how his blue eyes were lit up
with a flame of desire. ‘In some ways,’ he answered.

“We might see something of each other. I'm in London for two
or three days.” said Gerald.

‘Yes,’ said Birkin. ‘Come round and see what you think of
Halliday and his crowd.’

“Thanks, I should like to,” laughed Gerald.

They met again in a café several hours later. Gerald went
through the push doors in the large room where the faces and heads
of the drinkers showed dimly through the haze of smoke. He moved
slowly down between the tables and the people whose shadowy faces
looked up as he passed. Then he saw Birkin rise and signal to him.

At Birkin’s table was a girl with blonde hair cut short in the
artist fashion. She was small and delicate, with fair colouring and
large, innocent, blue eyes. There was a certain attractive vulgarity
about her which made a little spark come alight in Gerald’s eyes?.

Birkin presented her as Miss Darrington. She gave Gerald her hand,
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looking at him the whole time with a strange exposed stare>. Then
she turned to Birkin and continued their conversation.

"‘No,” she said, ‘he doesn’t know 1I’'m back. He'll be tewwified
when he sees me here.” She spoke her ‘r’s like w’s with a slight baby-
Ish accent.

"Well, then,’ said Birkin, ‘what do you intend to do?’

‘I don’t intend to do anything,” she replied. ‘I shall look for
some sittings tomorrow.’

“You've finished with him altogether?” But the girl turned aside
and did not answer the question.

Another young man came hurrying up to the table.

‘Hello, Birkin! Hello, Pussum®, when did you come back?’
he said eagerly.

“Today,” she answered.

‘Does Halliday know?’

‘I don’t know and I don’t care.’

"Ha-ha! That’s the way it is, is it? Do you mind if [ come over
to this table?’

‘I'm talking to Rupert, it’s private,” she replied, cold, and yet
appealingly, like a child.

‘Ah, it’s a confession, ch? Good for the soul,’ said the young
man. ‘“Well, I'll see you later then.’

All this time Gerald had been completely ignored. And vet he
felt that the girl was physically aware of him. He waited, listened and
tried to follow their conversation.

Suddenly the girl turned to him and asked, ‘Do you know
London well?’

‘I'can hardly say,” he laughed. ‘I've been here many times, but
| was never in this place before.’

“You're not an artist, then,’ she said in a tone that placed him

as an outsider.

*No,’ he replied.

"He’s a soldier, and an explorer, and a Napoleon of industry,’
said Birkin.

The girl looked at Gerald with calm curiosity. He laughed,
hearing himself described. He felt proud, full of male strength. His
blue, keen eyes were lit up with laughter, his rosy, healthy looking
face, with its fair hair, was full of satisfaction and glowing with life.

"How long are you staying?’ she asked him.
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‘A day or two, but there’s no particular hurry.” He was aware
of her blue, wide-open eyes looking at him. She strongly attracted
him. He felt his power over her.

‘There’s Halliday!” said Birkin and he half rose to his feet. The
girl looked round over her shoulder. Gerald watched her fair hair
swing over her ears. He felt her watching intensely the man that was
approaching, so he looked too. He saw a slender young man, with
rather long, black hair hanging from under his black hat. His face lit
up with a warm smile when he saw Birkin. It was not till he was quite
close that he saw the girl. He started, went green, and said in a high,
sharp voice, 'Pussum, what are you doing here?’

The girl only looked at him coldly.

“Why have vou come back?” cried Halliday, in the same, high,
hysterical voice. ‘I told you not to come back. What have vou come
for?’

‘For nothing from you,” she said in a heavy voice of anger.

“Then why have vou come back at a/f?” cried Halliday.

‘She does as she likes,” said Birkin. *Are you going to sit down
or not?’

Halliday came and sat at the table, putting his hand on his
heart and crying, “Oh, it's given me such a shock! Pussum, 1 wish
you wouldn’t do these things.’

She turned completely away from him, to Gerald, who was
amusing himself by the situation. *Where have you come back from?’
he asked the girl.

‘From the country,” replied Pussum in a low voice. She glanced
at Halliday, who was now talking to Birkin and ignored her com-
pletely. He seemed really afraid of her.

‘And what has Halliday to do with it?” asked Gerald.

‘He made me go and live with him, and now he wants to throw
me away. And yet he won’t let me go to anybody else. He wants me
to hide in the country. You see I'm going to have a baby. He wants to
give me some money and send me away, so he would never see me
nor hear of me again. But [’'m not going to do it.’

‘Are you going to have a child?’ he asked amazed. It seemed
impossible, she was so young.

‘Yes,” she said, and her dark eyes had now a look of knowledge
of evil. ‘Isn’t it awful?’

‘Don’t you want it?’ he asked.
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‘I don’t,” she replied emphatically.

‘How long have you known?’

"Ten weeks,’ she said.

Gerald watched her eating. It pleased him very much to watch
her, and it irritated Birkin. “Why do they call you Pussum, because
you're like a cat?’ he asked her.

‘I think so,’ she said.

He smiled. *You are rather a young female panther.’

‘I’'m not afraid of anything except black beetles,’ said Pussum
suddenly, staring with her black eyes, on which there seemed an un-
seeing film of flame, upon Gerald.

He laughed. Her childish speech made him feel warm inside.

"Halliday is afraid of everything. Especially of me. You're ter-
rified of me, aren’t you?’ she went on looking at Halliday.

‘Oh, Pussum,” he answered. ‘1 feel perfectly awful. I must go
home. Won’t you all come? Won’t you come to my flat?’ he said to
Gerald. ‘I would be so glad if you did. Splendid. Let’s get a taxi.’

They all got into a taxi. Pussum sat next to Gerald. She talked
to the others but seemed to grow into Gerald as they went along. In
the dark her hand suddenly found his and grasped it. It was such a
frank statement, that rapid vibrations ran over his body. They arrived
at a street of quiet houses, went up a garden path, and then a door
was being opened for them by a dark-skinned man-servant.

"Make tea, Hasan,’ said Halliday. The man smiled and disap-
peared. Gerald looked around the room. It was an ordinary London
sitting-room in a flat, evidently taken furnished, rather common and
ugly. But there were several negro statues, wood carvings from West Af-
rica, strange and disturbing. Pussum had taken off her hat and coat and
was sitting on the sofa. She was evidently quite at home in the house,
but uncertain of her position, now that she was with Gerald. The tea
arrived and Halliday asked her to pour it. She did not move.

‘I've not come here as | came before,” she said. ‘I only came
because the others wanted me to.’

"My dear Pussum, you know you are your own mistress. [ don’t
want you to do anything but use the flat for your own convenience®.’
She did not reply, but slowly, silently poured the tea. They sat round
drinking. Gerald could feel the electric connection between him and
her. He didn’t know how he was going to possess the girl, but he felt
that it was inevitable.
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Birkin rose. It was nearly one o’clock.

‘I’m going to bed,’ he said.

When he was gone, Halliday said to Gerald, ‘Oh, but won’t
you stay here? You can sleep where you like. I love having the house
crowded.’

‘But there are only two rooms,’ said Pussum in a cold hostile
voice,

‘I know there are only two rooms,’ said Halliday in his odd,
high voice. ‘But what does it matter?’

Pussum gave Halliday a black look” and then went out of the
room with a cold goodnight to them all. But some minutes later she
appeared again in the door wearing a silk dressing-gown.

‘I know you want to catch me out'?,’came her cold, rather loud
voice. ‘But | don’t care, | don’t care how much you catch me out.’

She turned and was gone again. She looked so small and child-
ish, almost pitiful. And yet the black looks of her eyes made Gerald
feel drowned in some deep darkness that almost frightened him. After
some moments, Gerald followed her.

Yocabulary

surroundings — okpyxatouiaa obcrtaHOBKa

belly — xuBor, 6proxo

get at smth — KJIOHHTb K 4eMy-JI.

pure — YUCTbIN, DeCnpUMECHbBIN

soldierly — MyxecTBEHHbII

convention — YCJIOBHOCTH

loose — pacnyuieHHbIN, CEKCYAIbHO JOCTYIHBIH
haze — nbiMKa

shadowy — npu3payHbiit

delicate — xpynku#

innocent — HEBUHHBIH

sitting — 1Mo3upoBaHUe XyI10XKHUKY

eagerly — HeTepneuBo

appealingly — TporarenbHO

confession — ucnoseab

outsider — yenoBek, He NPUHALIEKALIUNA K JaHHOMY KPYTY
evil — 3110

frank — OTKpOBEHHbIH
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inevitable — Hen30eKHBIIH
hostile — BpaxneOHBIH

Notes

Gerald was taken aback — [I’xepa/ibi1 Obl1 3aCTHTHYT BpacIuiox

frd Pl

could not help seeing — He Mor He BUIETD
Soho — Coxo; paitoH B LieHTpabHOI YacTh JIoHAOHA; CpeaoToYUe
PECTOPAHOB, HOYHBIX KJIYOOB, KA3UHO, CTPUNTH30B U IIPOYUX YBE-
CCJIMTE/IbHBIX 3aBE/ICHHH

* which made a little spark come alight in Gerald’s eyes — OT4ero B
rnazax Jxepaibia 3axriach MCKOpKa

> a strange exposed stare — CcTpaHHbIi, OTKPOBEHHbII B34

6 Pussum — Kucka (1ackosoe oopaienue)

7 what has Halliday to do with it? — kakoe K 3TOMY HMeeT OTHOLLEHMe
Xamaeun?

5 use the flat for your own convenience — 10/1b30BaThcs KBapTHPOH
10 CBOEMY YCMOTPEHMIO

9

gave Halliday a black look — mernyna na Xammuuaess xMypbli
B3IJI81]1
10" catch out — NoNOBUTB; 30. 3aCTATh HA MECTE [IPECTYILICHUSI

Activities

I. Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-com-
binations.

To raise the head, an abdomen (>kuBot), a purpose, to be tak-
en by surprise, unmixed, a painter, frail (xpynkuit), to horrify,
to be going to do smth, to come nearer, slim (cTpoiiHbliii), to
pay no attention, to have a relation to smth, a usual room,
hostess, a strange voice.

II. Complete the sentences in accordance with the text.

1) Birking met Gerald on
2) Gerald said that he lived
3) For Birkin the single pure activity was
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4) London Bohemia are
5) In Pussum was a certain
6) She intended to work as ;
7) The girl attracted Gerald and he felt that she was

8) Pussum said that Halliday wanted to
9) Afterthe café the company wentto
10) The black look of the girl's eves made Gerald

III.  Use the words and phrases from the text to describe:

¢ Pussum’s appearance.

o Pussum’s behaviour with Gerald in the café.

e Her behaviour with Halliday.

o (erald’s feelings in the café and in Halliday's flat.

4. BREADALBY

Breadalby was a Georgian house with Corinthian pillars!
standing among the green hills. In front there was a lawn, a few trees
and some fish ponds leading down to the silent park. At the back were
trees, among which were the stables and the big kitchen garden. It
was a very quiet place, some miles from the high-road.

Recently Hermione had lived a good deal at the house. She had
turned away from London and Oxford to the silence of the country.
Her father was mostly absent abroad and she was often at the house
with her visitors.

The summer was just coming in when Ursula and Gudrun went
to stay with Hermione. Coming in the car, after they had entered the
park, they looked across at the house. There were small figures on
the green lawn, women in lavender and yellow moving to the shade
of the enormous cedar tree.

‘Isn’t it beautiful,” said Gudrun a little resentfully, as if she
admired it against her will. The car stopped outside and a maid ap-
peared, and then Hermione, coming forward with her pale face lifted,
and her hands outstretched, her voice singing:
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*‘Here you are — I’'mso glad to see you’ — she kissed Gudrun —
‘so glad to see you —’ she kissed Ursula and remained with her arm
around her. *Are you very tired?’

‘Not at all,” said Ursula.

‘Are you tired, Gudrun?’

*Not at all, thanks.’

Hermione stood looking at them. The girls were embarrassed

because she did not move into the house, but had her little scene of

welcome there on the path. The servants waited. *You would like to
go up to your rooms, wouldn’t you? Let’s go up, shall we?’

Ursula was glad when she was finally alone in her room. Her-
mione was so slow and was pressing herself upon her in a way that
was both embarrassing and oppressive.

Lunch was served on the lawn under the cedar tree. There was
a young Italian woman, slim, fashionable; a young and athletic-look-
ing Miss Bradley; a learned Baronet of fifty, who was always making
jokes and laughing at them heartily; there was Rupert Birkin and
then a woman secretary — Fraulein Marz, young, slim and pretty.
The food was very good. Gudrun, critical of everything, gave it her
full approval. Ursula liked the white table by the great tree, the scent
of new sunshine, the green park with far-oft deer feeding peacefully.
But in spirit she was unhappy. The atmosphere was very intellectual
and very tiring. Birkin looked depressed. Hermione with amazing
persistence tried to ridicule him and make him look stupid in the eyes
of the others. And it was surprising how she seemed to succeed, how
helpless he seemed against her,

Suddenly there was the sound of a motor car. ‘“There’s Alexan-
der!” sang Hermione and, laying down her coftee cup, she rose and
disappeared round some bushes.

‘Who is it?" asked Gudrun.

‘Alexander, her brother,” said the little Italian woman.

They all waited, and then around the bushes came Alexan-
der Roddice, and behind him Hermione, arm in arm with Ger-
ald Crich, who had come with Alexander. Hermione presented
Gerald to everyone, and then led him away to sit by her. He was
evidently her honourable guest. Alexander was a Member of Par-
liament and he brought news that the Minister for Education had
resigned because of strong criticism. This started a conversation
on education,
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‘Of course,” said Hermione, lifting her face ecstatically, ‘there
can be no reason, no excuse for education except the joy and beauty
of knowledge in itself. She seemed to rumble with her thoughts for a
moment, then she continued: ‘Vocational education isn’f education,
it is the end of education.’

Gerald, listening to the discussion, sniffed the air with delight
and prepared for action. *Not necessarily,” he said. ‘Isn’t education
really like gymnastics? Isn’t the aim of education the production of
a well-trained, energetic mind?’

‘Just as athletics produce a healthy body!” cried Miss Bradley,
in hearty agreement.

‘Well,” rumbled Hermione. ‘I don’t know. To me the pleasure
of knowing is so great, so wonderfu/ — nothing has meant so much
to me in all my life, nothing.’

‘What knowledge, for example, Hermione?” asked Alexander.

‘M-m-m... | don’t know... But one thing was the stars — when
I really understood something about the stars. One feels so uplifted,
so free.’

‘What do you want to feel free for?” said Birkin sarcastically.
“You don’t want to be free.’

Hermione was offended.

“Yes, 1 do.” she said. ‘I1t’s like getting on top of the mountain
and seeing the Pacific Ocean. Yes, it is the greatest thing in life — to
know. It is really to be happy, to be free.’

And then to the amazement of everybody, the maid came with
a large tea tray. The afternoon had passed so quickly.

After tea they decided to go for a walk.

*Would you like to come for a walk?’ asked Hermione each
of them, and they all said yes, feeling like prisoners being taken for
exercise.

*Will you come for a walk, Rupert?’

‘No, Hermione.’

*Why not?’ It made her angry. She wanted them all to go for
a walk with her.

‘Because | don’t like going off in a big company.’

“Then we'll leave the little boy behind, if he’s in a bad mood.”
And she looked really happy while she insulted him. She laughed as
she walked off with the others. ‘Goodbye, little boy, goodbye.’

‘Goodbye, impudent witch,” he said to himself.
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When they arrived back after their walk, Hermione went
straight to find Birkin in his room. She went slowly up the stairs and
along the corridor singing out: ‘Ru-pert! Ru-oo-pert!” She came to
his door and tapped. *Ru-pert!’

‘Yes,” came his voice at last.

‘What are you doing?’ He opened the door. “We’ve seen the
daffodils. They are so beautiful.’

‘I know. I've seen them,’ he answered.

‘Have you?’ and she remained looking at him. It stimulated her
above all things, this conflict with him. But underneath she knew the
separation was coming and her hatred of him was subconscious and
intense. ‘“What were you doing?’ she asked again in a mild, indifferent
tone. He did not answer, but she saw he had taken a Chinese drawing
[rom the wall and was copying it with much skill.

“You are copying the drawing,’ she said. ‘How beautifully you
do it. You like it very much, don’t you?’

‘It’s a marvelous drawing,’ he said.

‘The Chinese Ambassador gave it to me.’

‘I know.’

‘But why are you copying it?’

‘I want to know it,” he replied. ‘One understands more about
China by copying this drawing, than by reading all the books.’

Hermione looked at him in silence for a long time, trying to
see into his mind. It was an awful obsession in her to know every-
thing he knew. Then at last she turned away and left him to dress
for dinner.

That evening Birkin went to bed early, but Gerald came and
sat on his bed, wanting to talk to him.

“Who are those two Brangwens?’ Gerald asked.

“They live in Beldover.’

‘In Beldover! Who are they then?’

“Teachers in the Grammar school.’

‘Ah vyes! | thought I'd seen them before.’

‘It disappoints you?” asked Birkin.

‘Disappoints me! No — but how is it Hermione has them
here?’

‘She knew Gudrun in London — that’s the younger one. She’s
an artist — does sculpture.’

‘She’s not a teacher then, only the other one?’
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‘Both — Gudrun is art mistress, Ursula is a class mistress.’

*And what’s the father?”’

‘Handicraft instructor? in the schools.’

*Really!”

‘I don’t suppose you will see much of Gudrun,’ Birkin went
on. ‘She’s a restless bird, she’ll be off somewhere abroad soon.’

‘How do you know her so well?’

‘] knew her in London. She knows Pussum and the others,
although she wasn’t really part of that group. She is more conven-
tional, in a way.’

‘Does she make money from her sculptures? Are they good?’

‘I think sometimes they are marvellously good. Those two
birds in Hermione’s boudoir are hers. | think they’re rather won-
derful.’

‘She might be a well-known artist one day?’

*She might. But I think she won’t. She drops her art if anything
else fascinates her.’

Gerald went silent for a while, thinking, and then slowly wan-
dered to his room.

Gerald and Birkin were the last to come down to breakfast.
Hermione liked everybody to be early. She suffered when she felt
her day had been made shorter. Afterwards Birkin went to find her
in her boudoir. He had been a little rude to her and he wanted to
make peace. He wanted to be on good terms? with her again. She
was writing letters as he went into her room. She lifted her face as he
entered and then looked down again at her paper, but she could not
go back to her writing.

He took a book and sat down at the table with his back to her,
but her mind was in chaos now that he was there, and she could
not concentrate. Suddenly she realized that his presence was a
wall, destroying her, and that, unless she broke down the wall, she
might die.

A terrible shock ran over her body, like shocks of electricity, as if
many volts of electricity suddenly struck her down. She suddenly felt
delightfully strong. Her hand closed on a beautiful, blue ball of lapis
lazuli* that stood on her desk for a paperweight. She rolled it round
in her hand as she rose silently. She moved towards him and stood
behind him for a moment in ecstasy. He was asleep and completely
unaware of her presence.
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Then, as quick as lightning, and with unspeakable satistac-
tion, she brought down the ball of stone on the back of his head. She
brought it down with all her force, but her fingers were in the way
and softened the blow. Nevertheless, down went his head, and she
convulsed with ecstasy. She lifted her arm once more to smash the
head that lay dazed on the table. She must smash it, once and for all.
But she was not quick. She could only move slowly. A strong instinct
of survival woke in him, and he turned round to look at her. He saw
the ball coming down again, and just in time covered his head with
a cushion. Even so, the blow came down, almost breaking his neck.
He was broken, but not afraid, and he twisted again and jumped up
from the chair. ‘Stop, Hermione,’ he said. ‘I won’ let you.” And he
walked out of the room leaving her standing.

She remained standing for a long time. Then she sank onto the
sofa and went heavily to sleep. When she awoke, she remembered
what she had done, but it seemed to her that she had only hit him,
as any woman might do, because he tortured her.

Birkin, barely conscious’, went out of the house and across
the park, to the hills. He was aware of the pain in his head becoming
stronger every minute. He was walking now along the road to the
station. It was raining and he had no hat. At the station he wrote a
note to Hermione,

‘I will go to town — I don’t want to come back to Breadalby
for the present. It’s quite all right — don’t worry about having hit me.
Tell the others it’s just one of my moods. You were quite right to hit
me — because | know you wanted to. So there’s the end of it.’

In the train however he felt sick. He dragged himself from the
station to a cab feeling his way step by step like a blind man and held
up only by a weak will. For a week or two he was ill, but he did not
let Hermione know about himself. There was a complete estrange-
ment between them.

Vocabulary

pond — npyl
stable — KOHWOWIHA
cedar — xeap
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resentfully — BO3MYLIEHHO, C HETONOBAHHEM
oppressive — TATOCTHBIK, YIHETAKOLIMH

feed — 3d. nacTtuch

persistence — HACTOHYUBOCTh, YITOPCTBO
ridicule — BoicMeMBaTh

rumble — rpoMbIXaTh, FPOXOTATH

vocational — npodeccHoHaIbHBIM

exercise — 3¢. nporyjika

insult — ockopbaATHL

impudent — Harablit

daffodils — G1eaHO-Ke/1Thie HAPLIMCCEI
marvellous — yauBuTE/IbHbBINA, U3YMUTELHBIH
obsession — OIEPKUMOCTE XEJTAHUEM
paperweight — rnipecc-narbe

estrangement — OTUYX/AEHHE, pPa3pbIB

Notes

Corinthian pillars — KoOpyH}pCKHUE KOTOHHBL; APXUTEKTYPHbIH CTHIb,
OTJIUUAIOIIMICS MBIITHOCTHIO H TOPXKECTBEHHOCTHIO

Handicraft instructor — Yuurtens Tpyaa

to be on good terms — ObITH B XOPOIIIMX OTHOILLIEHHUAX

lapis lazuli — nasypur (noaydpacouenisiii Kamenb)

barely conscious — 1710X0 CO3HaBasi, UTO /1eJ1aeT
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Activities

k Find in the text the English equivalents to the following words and
word-combinations.

LLlocce, orpoMHbIH Kejp, 1MojaTs 00el, 00pa3oBaHHbIN Ye-
JIOBEK, MOJHOCTBIO O100PHUTh, BBICMEUBATh, AOOUTHCA YCITe-
X4, NMOJ1 PYKY € KeM-J1., TOYETHBIH rOCTh, O0MAETHCH, H3YMMU -
TeJbHBIH PUCYHOK, HEYTOMOHHAs MTHLA, ObITh B XOPOILIHNX
OTHOLLIEHUSX, HEBLIPA3ZUMBII BOCTOpPI, pa3OMTL BApeDE3rH
roJIOBY, MHCTHHKT CaMOCOXPAHEHM, ONYCTHIIACH HAa TUBAH,
1Moka (B JaHHBIM MOMEHT), TAllMTLCH, MOJHAA OTYYX/IECH=-
HOCTB.
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111.

Say why:

1)
2)
3)
4)
5)
6)
7)
8)
9)

10) Birkin didn’t let Hermione know about his illness.

Ursula was glad to be left alone in her room.
Ursula felt unhappy during the lunch.

the guests started the conversation on education.
Hermione unconsciously felt hatred to Birkin.
Gerald inquired about the sisters,

Birkin didn’t want to go for a walk with the others.

Birkin was copying a Chinese drawing.
Birkin went to Hermione’s boudoir.
Hermione wanted to hit Birkin.

Speak about:

Hermione’s house.

the lunch.

Gerald’s views on education.
Birkin’s information of Gudrun.
Hermione’s hitting Birkin.
Birkin’s note to Hermione.

5. SKETCHBOOK

One morning, some time after their visit to Breadalby, Gudrun
was sitting sketching on the bank of the lake, staring at the water plants
that rose from the mud. She started suddenly, hearing the sound of
oars. She looked round. There was a boat with a bright, Japanese
parasol, and a man in white, rowing. The woman was Hermione and
the man was Gerald Crich. Gudrun realized it at once. And at once
she felt a strong electric vibration in her veins.

‘There’s Gudrun,’ came Hermiones voice, floating over the
water. ‘We will go and speak to her. Do you mind?’ Gerald looked
round and saw the girl, standing by the water’s edge, looking at
him. He pulled the boat towards her, without thinking of her. In his
consciousness she was still nobody. He knew that Hermione had a
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strange pleasure in breaking down all the social differences, at least
apparently!, and he left her to it?.

‘How do you do, Gudrun?’ sang Hermione. *"What are you
doing?’

‘How do you do, Hermione. I was sketching.’

‘Were you?’ The boat came nearer and touched the bank. ‘May
we see? | should like to so much.’

It was no use resisting.

‘Well,” said Gudrun reluctantly, for she always hated to have
her unfinished work exposed, ‘there’s nothing in the least interest-
ing.’

‘Isn’t there? But let me see, will you?’

Gudrun reached out the sketchbook. Gerald stretched from
the boat to take it. As if in a dream, Gudrun was aware of his body
stretching towards her. Her voluptuous, acute apprehension of him?
made the blood stop in her veins and she almost fainted.

‘That’s what you have done,’ said Hermione, looking at the
plants on the shore and comparing them with Gudrun’s drawing.

“Yes,” said Gudrun without looking round.

‘Let me see,’ said Gerald, reaching forward for the book. But
Hermione ignored him. He must not take it before she had seen it.
But Gerald continued to stretch forward till he touched the sketch-
book. A wave of anger against him came over Hermione. She let go
of the book before he had got it properly, and it fell against the side
of the boat into the water.

“There!” sang Hermione with a malevolent intonation of vic-
tory. ‘1'm so sorry, so awfully sorry. Can’t you get it Gerald?” The last
words were said in a note of sneering that made Gerald’s veins tingle
with hate for her. He leaned out over the water, feeling embarrassed
with his behind exposed in front of the ladies.

‘It is of no importance,’ said Gudrun loudly, and she held
out her hand impatiently for the wet book, to finish with the scene.
Gerald gave it to her. He was not quite himself.

‘I’'m so dreadfully sorry,” Hermione kept repeating. ‘Is there
nothing that can be done?”

‘In what way?’ asked Gudrun with cold irony.

‘Can’t we save the drawings?’

‘I assure you,’ said Gudrun distinctly, ‘the drawings are quite
good for my purpose.’
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‘But can’t I give you a new book? I wish you’d let me do that.
[ feel it was all my fault.’

‘As far as | saw,” said Gudrun, ‘it wasn’t your fault at all. If
there was any fault, it was Mr Crich’s. But the whole thing is entirely
trivial, and it really is ridiculous to take any notice of it.’

Gerald watched Gudrun closely while she repulsed Hermione.
There was a cold power in her. ‘I'm awfully glad if it doesn’t matter,’
he said. ‘If there’s no real harm done.’

She looked at him with her fine blue eyes signalling to his soul,
and her voice ringing with intimacy now that she was talking to him
and said, ‘Of course it doesn’t matter at all.”

The bond was established between them, in that look, in her
tone. She knew that from now on there would be a secret understand-
ing between them.

‘Goodbye! I'm so glad you forgive me.” Hermione sang her
farewell and waved her hand. Gerald automatically took the oar and
pushed off, but he was looking all the time, with smiling admiration,
at Gudrun.

Yocabulary

sketch — puconaTth, ne;1aTh HAOPOCKH
mud — Wi, THHA

0ar — BeCNo

parasol — 30HTHUK OT COJHLIA
reluctantly — HeoxoTHO

faint — ynacts B 06MOpPOK

there! — Hy BOT! Hano xe!

malevolent — 310panHbBIN

sneering — HacMeLlKa

tingle — npoxathk, TpeENneTarTb

fault — BuHa

repulse — 1aBaTh OTIOP, OTOMBATH ATAKY
bond — cBsi3b

Notes

I at least apparently — 1o kpaliHei Mepe, Tak 3TO Ka3ajioch CO CTO-

POHBI
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11.

he left her to it — oH npesocTaBun €l BO3MOXHOCTL BOCHOIB30-
BaTbhCs CUTYalLIMEN

Her voluptuous, acute apprehension of him — ChagocrpacrHoe, oc-
TPOE OIUYLUIEHHUE €r0 DIM30CTH

Activities

Translate the words in brackets.

1)
2)

3)

4)
3)

6)
7)

8)
9)

Ten boats took part in the competition for (rpedns).

She couldn’t (conporusnsitoest) her desire to buy a beau-
tiful ring.

The girl was very unhappy because the man she loved (ue
obpaluan Ha Hee BHUMaHus). (2 sapuanma)

This panty-hose is too short but it (pacrsirusatorcs).
The sketchbook fell into the water, and they heard Herm-
ione’s (310paaHbIit) laughter.

In childhood he wore glasses and his classmates (HacMe-
XaJuch) at him.

The little girl (HeTeprnienuso) tore the paper in which the
gift was wrapped and looked inside the box.

Smoking can do great (Bpen) to one’s health.

After their last meeting Gudrun felt that some (cBsize)
was established between Gerald and herself.

10) Before a famous singer left the big stage he had given a

(npouaibHbIA) concert.

Say whether these statements are true or false. Correct them if they

are false.

I) Hermione and Gerald were rowing in Bleadalby.

2) It was a sunny day.

3) Gudrun was sketching people who were having a rest on
the bank of the river.

4) When Gerald saw Gudrun he felt very excited.

5) Gudrun felt strong emotions when she saw the young
man so close to her.

6) Hermione was really sorry that the sketchbook fell into

the water.
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7) Gerald remained indifferent to Gudrun.
8) From that day new relations were established between
them.

III. Imagine that one of you is:

e Gudrun. Ask her three questions.
e Hermione. Ask her two questions.
e (Gerald. Ask him three questions.

6. THE ISLAND

Ursula had wandered off along the course of a bright little
stream. The afternoon was full of birds singing. She wanted to reach
the mill-pond, and as she got near, she saw a man on the bank work-
ing on a punt. It was Birkin. He looked very busy and active, like a
wild animal. She felt she ought to go away, he would not want her to
disturb him: he seemed so much occupied. But she did not want to
leave, and so she moved along the bank until he looked up and saw
her. The moment he did, he dropped his tools and came towards
her, saying:

‘How do you do? I'm making the punt.” She went along
with him. *You are your father’s daughter, so you can tell me if it
is right.’

She bent to look at the punt. *I'm sure [ am my father’s daugh-
ter,” she said, fearful of having to judge. ‘But I don’t know anything
about carpentry. It /ooks right, don’t you think?’

“Yes, | think so. Help me to get it into the water, will, you?’

Together they turned over the heavy punt and pushed it into
the stream.

‘Now,” he said. ‘I'll try it and you can watch what will happen.
Then, if it floats, I'll take you over to the island.’

The mill-pond was large and had the perfect stillness of very
deep water. There were two small islands overgrown with bushes
and a few trees near the middle. When they were sure the punt
was safe, Ursula got in and they went across to the first island.
They landed under a willow tree and climbed out. Ursula looked
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at him closely. She had not seen him since Breadalby. He was very
thin and pale.

“You've been ill, haven’t you?’ she asked, rather worried.

‘Yes,’ he replied coldly. They had just sat down under the wil-
low tree and were looking at the pond.

‘Has it made you frightened?’ she asked.

“What?’

‘It is frightening to be very ill, isn’t it?” she said.

‘It isn’t pleasant,” he said. ‘Whether 1 am really afraid of
death or not, | have never decided. Anyway, the whole of human-
ity is dead. There are millions of human beings hanging on the
bush — and they look very nice and rosy, your healthy young men
and women. But they are Dead Sea Fruit — their insides are full of
bitter, corrupt ash.’

‘But there are good people,’ protested Ursula.

‘Good enough for the life of today, but mankind is a dead
tree.’

“Then you must be dead too,’ cried Ursula.

‘Oh, [ am,’ he answered, ‘but at least | know it. If all human-
ity were to die tomorrow, there would be no loss. The world would
be a better place.’

‘So you'd like everyone in the world destroyed?’

“Yes, don’t you find it a beautiful, clean thought? A world
empty of people. just grass, and trees, and a hare sitting up?’

The sincerity of his voice made Ursula pause to consider the
idea, and it really was attractive: a clean, lovely, humanless world.
‘But you’d be dead vourself, so what good would it do?’

‘Oh I'd die willingly to know that the world could really be
cleaned of all the people. 1'd like to think of the birds flying over a
humanless countryside.’

What he said pleased Ursula very much. Of course, it was only
a pleasant fantasy. She herself knew too well that humanity could not
disappear so cleanly and easily. ‘But what about love?’ she asked.
‘Isn’t that a beautiful thing?’

‘I don’t believe in love at all — not any more than I believe
in hate. It’s just an emotion like all the others. I don’t see why one
should have to feel it all the time, any more than one feels sorrow
or JOVy.’
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‘Ifyou don’t believe in love, what do you believe in? Just in the
end of the world and grass?’ She asked mocking.

He was beginning to feel a fool.

‘I believe in the unseen hosts,” he said.

Then he looked at her and saw her face strangely alight, as if
lit by a sweet fire from within. His soul stopped in wonder and he
moved towards her. She sat like a strange queen, almost supernatural
in her glowing, smiling richness!.

“You know,” he said, ‘I’m going to rent some rooms here at the
mill. Don’t you think we can have some good time there?’

“Oh, are you?’ she said, a little afraid of his sudden implication
of intimacy.

‘If I find I can live by myself,” he continued, ‘I shall give up
my work altogether and will live quite alone.’

There was a pause. ‘And what about Hermione?’

‘That’s over at last — a pure failure, and never could have been
anything else.’

‘But you still see each other?’

“We could hardly pretend to be strangers, could we?’

‘Will she direct the furnishing of your new rooms?’

‘I expect so. Does it matter?’

‘Oh no, not really,” said Ursula, ‘though personally I can’t
bear her.” She stopped and thought for a moment. ‘Yes, I do mind
if she furnishes your rooms. I mind that you keep her hanging
on.?’

‘Well, I don’t keep her. [ don’t want her to do it, but I can’t be
unkind to her.” He was silent now, frowning. ‘At any rate, I'll have to
go down and see the rooms. You will come with me, won’t you?’

‘I don’t think so,’ she said coldly.

“Won’t you? Yes, do. Come and see them now, please do.’

So they got back into the punt and pushed off.

“Tell me about yourself and your people,” he said. So she told
him about the Brangwens, and about her mother, about her first love
and her later experiences. He sat very still watching her as she talked
letting the boat float. Her face was beautiful and full of light as she
told him all the things that had hurt her or troubled her so deeply.
He seemed to warm and comfort his soul by the beautiful light of
her nature.,

“We have all suffered so much,’ he said ironically.
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She came over and put her hand on his shoulder, looking at Notes
him with strange, golden-lighted eyes, very tender, but with a curi-
ous, devilish look lurking underneath?.

‘Say you love me, say “my love” to me,’ she pleaded.

L almost supernatural in her glowing smiling richness — ee cusiouas
yibIOKa CO3/1aBajla BOKPYT HEE OPE0J NMOYTH CBEPXbECTECTBEHHOTO
cyliecrsa

He looked into her eyes. > I'mind that vou keep her hangi _q , e
‘T love you,” he said, ‘but it is not enough. I want it to be some- TLTEARAEMN: SON Ayl e SR SR ROAPARRIN HDOT IR TARS,
: o YTO Bbl HE MOPLIBAETE C HEH.
e e:léit why?’ she insisted, bending her lovely, luminous face to * 8 desllich lﬂPk Rl MHAQInEa I — JEORBCEIR Ml
_ T P, e CKpbIBAKOILKUICS B rNIyOHHE HUX (r1a3)
him. “Why isn’t it enough? 4 we can do better without love — Ham Jiyutie oboiTUCh 6e3 1100BU

¥ i 4 ; . 1 L - » L[] -
Because we can do better without love®,” he answered putting 5 she said in a voluptuous voice of yielding — nmpou3Hecsa oHa cnanocT-
p hJ g p

his arms around her. ; o) PAcTHBIM T'OJIOCOM, B KOTOPOM 3BYdYajla TOTOBHOCTB OTAATHLCS €MY
‘No, we can’t,” she said in a voluptuous voice of yielding”. “We

can only love each other. Say “my love™ to me, say it.” She put her

arms round his neck.
He kissed her tenderly, murmuring in a low voice of love, and

irony, and submission: L
“Yes, my love, ves, my love. Let love be enough. I love you.’
‘Yes,’ she murmured, nestling close to him.

Activities

Match the English words in the left column with their Russian equiva-
lents in the right column.

1) suffer a) TMOOIYUHEHME
2) carpenter b) obcrapiasTh MeDEBIO
Yocabulary 3) implication ¢) TMPUTBOPSITLCA
4) occupied d) XMypHUTBCA
stream — pyuen 5) sincerity e) [UIOTHUK
mill-pond — 3anpyna y Me/ibHULLbI 6) furnish f) Hamex
punt — MJIOCKOAOHHBIN SIMK (10dKa) 7) frown g) 3aHATHIMA
tool — MHCTPYMEHT 8) pretend h) Heyaaya, nmposan
carpentry — ILIOTHHYHOE 1€]10 i 9) submission ]) CTPANaTh
corrupt — MCIOPYEHHbLIA, THWJIOM 10) failure i) MCKDEHHOCTD
ash — 3ona
sincerity — NUCKpPeHHOCTh
willingly — oxoTHO II.  Answer the questions to the text.

host — 30. BnacreJIMH MUpa
implication — Hamek

pretend — 1pHUTBOPATHCS
frown — xXMypuUTBHCH

comfort — ycroxkauBarb

plead — B3MOJTHUTBLCH, YMOJISTD

1) What was Birkin doing when Ursula saw him?

2)  Why did Birkin think that Ursula was an expert in mak-
ing punts?

3) Where did Birkin take Ursula?

4) Why did Birkin think that the whole humanity is dead?

luminous — cBETSILLIMIACS., SICHbIH 5) Did Birkin believe that without human beings the world
submission — MoBUHOBEHKE, TOKOPHOCTD would be a better place? :
nestle — MPUWILHYTE, NPUXKATLCH 6) Was Birkin’s idea attractive to Ursula?
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7) Did Birkin believe in love or in hosts?

8) Why didn’t Ursula want Hermione to furnish Birkin’s
rooms?

9)  What did Ursula tell Birkin about?

10) Did Birkin submit to Ursula’s pleading for love?

III.  Act out the dialogues between Ursula and Birkin:

e about humanity (beginning with the words Anyway, the
whole of humanity is dead up to the words I'd like to think
of the birds flying over a humanless countryside).

e about Hermione (beginning with the words And what
about Hermione up to the words But I can’t be unkind to
her).

e about love (beginning with the words Say you love me up
to the words [ love you).

7. WATER-PARTY

Every year Mr Crich gave a more or less public water-party on
the lake. There was a little steam-boat on Willey water and several
rowing boats, and guests could take tea on the lawn or make picnic
in the shade of the great walnut tree by the lake. This year the staff of
the Grammar School was invited. Gerald and the younger Criches
did not care for this party, but it had become customary and pleased
their father, for he loved to give pleasures to his colleagues and to
those poorer than himself.

His children preferred the company of their equals in wealth.
They hated their inferiors’ humility or gratitude or awkwardness',
but they were willing to attend the festival, especially now, as their
father was ill.

Birkin had written to Ursula saying he expected to see her at
the party. The day came, blue and full of sunshine. The sisters wore
dresses of white crepe, and soft, straw hats. Gudrun also had pink
stockings, a black, pink and yellow decoration on her hat and a yel-
low silk coat over her arm. Her appearance angered her father, who
said, ‘You look like a Christmas cracker?.” But Gudrun thought that
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she looked handsome and brilliant. And she wore her clothes in pure
defiance?.

There was a crowd of common people standing on the road,
looking enviously over the hedge, like souls not admitted to para-
dise.

‘I certainly shan’t stay five minutes among this crowd, said
Gudrun. ‘We needn’t stay,” said Ursula. ‘We’d better look after
father and mother.” She knew that her father felt angry and out
of place, and she was worried for him. But then suddenly there
was Birkin, coming towards them with his usual grace. He took
off his hat and smiled at them with a real/ smile in his eyes, so that
Mr Brangwen cried out heartily in relief, ‘How do you do? You're
better, aren’t you?’

“Yes, I'm better. How do you do, Mrs Brangwen? 1 know Ur-
sula and Gudrun very well.’

His eyes smiled, full of natural warmth. He had a soft, flat-
tering manner with women, particularly with women who were no
longer young.

Hermione Roddice came up, in a handsome gown of white
lace, an enormous silk shawl with great embroidered flowers and an
enormous hat on her head. She looked astonishing. ‘How do you
do!” she sang, coming up kindly and looking slowly over the father
and mother. Hermione was really so sure of her class superiority, she
could come up and study people out of simple curiosity, as if they
were creatures on exhibition.

Then Gerald came up, dressed in white and looking hand-
some. He had hurt his right hand and it was bandaged. Hermione
introduced him to the Brangwen parents, and immediately he
spoke to Mrs Brangwen as if she were a lady, and to Brangwen as
if he were not a gentleman®. He was forced to shake hands with his
left hand.

The steam-boat came in with people calling excitedly from on
board. The girls and Gerald went over to see it.

‘Would you care to go on board for the next trip and have tea?”’
asked Gerald.

‘No, thanks,’ said Gudrun coldly.

“You don’t like the water?’

‘The water? Yes, I like it very much.’

He looked at her, his eyes searching.
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“You don’t want to go on a steam-boat, then?’

‘No,’ she said, ‘I can’t say that I do.’

‘Rather too many people,’ said Ursula, explaining.

He laughed shortly. “Yes, there’s a great number of them.’

“You see,” said Gudrun, ‘we don’t know these people. We're
almost complete strangers here. It would be nice to have a rowing
boat and explore that coast.” She pointed to the far side of the lake.
‘It looks perfectly lonely.”

“You're sure it’s far off enough?” he asked ironically. He looked
at the sisters, a little offended, but willing to help. ‘Can vou row a
boat?’

*Oh yes,’ cried Ursula. "“We can both row like water-spiders.’

“You can? Well, there’s a little light canoe of mine, that [ didn’t
take out for fear somebody would drown themselves. Do you think
you’'d be safe in it?’

*Oh, pertectly,” said Gudrun. *How terribly good of you,” and
her cheeks flushed warmly. It made the blood run quicker in his veins
to see the way she turned to him.,

Birkin helped Gerald to get the canoe into the water and
the two girls pushed gently off. The two men stood watching them.
Gudrun was sitting at oars. She knew the men were watching and it
made her slow and rather clumsy. The colour flew to her face once
more.

The sisters found a place where a little stream flowed into the
lake. They took off their shoes and stockings and pulled the boat
onto the bank. The water was clear and warm and they were full
with jov.

*We can bathe,’ said Ursula. They looked round to make sure
nobody was near, and then, in less than a minute, they had thrown
off their clothes and slipped naked into the water. They swam silently
and happily for a few moments, then went ashore and ran about to
dry themselves, before quickly dressing.

When they were together, doing the things they enjoyed, the
two sisters were quite happy in a wonderful world of their own. And
this was one of the perfect moments of freedom and delight, such as
only children know.

Towards sunset Gerald and Birkin rowed across to find them.
They all sat for a while, smoking cigarettes and watching the light
die over the water. As the golden light overhead died out the moon

44

gained brightness and seemed to begin to smile to them. The sound of
music came from the other side of the lake. Here and there brightly-
coloured Chinese lanterns were lit on the boats, little bright flames
reflected in the water. Birkin went and fetched four Chinese lanterns
from his and Gerald’s boat. He gave one to Ursula and lit it. Then
they all stood back to admire the great blue moon of light that hung
from Ursula’s hand.

“It’s beautiful,” cried Gudrun. ‘Light one for me.” So Birkin lit
another. It was like a yellow flower. Gudrun gave a little cry of excite-
ment: ‘Isn’t it beautiful! Oh, isn’t it beautiful!’

Birkin lit two more and then went and attached them to the
boats. It was time to go back.

‘| suppose vou'll row me back, Rupert,’ said Gerald out of the
pale shadow of the evening.

"Won't vou go with Gudrun in the canoe?’ asked Birkin. *1t’l]
be more interesting.’

There was a moment’s pause. Birkin and Ursula stood with
their swinging lanterns by the water’s edge.

*Is that all right?” said Gudrun to Gerald. *As for me, it suits
me very well,” he said. *But what about vou and the rowing? I don’t
see why you should pull me.’

*“Why not?’ she said. ‘I can pull you as well as 1 could pull Ur-
sula.” By her tone he could tell she wanted to have him in the boat
to herself and that she was proud that she would have power over
them both.

He stood looking at her. *Kiss me before we go,” came his voice
softly from the shadows.

‘But why?’ she exclaimed in surprise.

"Why?" he repeated ironically.

She looked at him fixedly for some moments. Then she leaned
lorward and kissed him on the mouth with a slow, sensitive kiss.
Then she climbed into the canoe while he stood with a fire burning
in his whole body. They lifted the canoe into the water and Gerald
pushed off.

‘Don’t hurt your hand,’ said Gudrun gently. ‘1 won’t,” he
answered in a low, soft voice. And she watched him as he sat near
her, very near to her, his legs coming towards hers, his feet touching
hers. She rowed softly, hoping he would say something meaningful
to her, but he remained silent. She rested her oar a moment and
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looked round. The blue and rose globes of Ursula and Birkin’s boats
swayed softly a little way ahead. ‘Shall | row to the shore?’ she asked
a little sadly.

‘Anywhere,” he answered. ‘Let it drift.’

And again they were silent, floating through the evening, with
the lanterns swaying. Up ahead they could hear music: somebody
was singing on board. Then, as if the night had smashed, suddenly
there was a great shout and confusion.

Gerald sat up and Gudrun looked at him in fear. ‘Somebody
in the water,” he said anxiously, looking across the water. ‘Can you
row up to the steam-boat?’

She obeyed. The shouting and the noise continued, sounding
horrible through the coming darkness. Gudrun rowed as hard as she
could but felt uncertain and clumsy. She glanced at his face. He was
looking fixedly into the darkness. Her heart sank. “Of course,’ she
said to herself, ‘nobody will be drowned.” But her heart was cold be-
cause of his sharp, impersonal face. It was as if he belonged naturally
to death and catastrophe.’

Then there came a child’s voice, a girl’s high and piercing;
‘Di — Di — Di — Di — Oh DiV

The blood ran cold in Gudrun’s veins.

‘It’s Diana®,’ muttered Gerald. ‘It must be her tricks.” And he
glanced at the oars: the canoe was not going quickly enough for him.
Boats were hurrying from all directions to the scene. And then again
came the child’s high screaming voice, with a note of weeping and
impatience in it now: ‘Di — Oh Di — Dil’

‘You’d be better if you were in bed, Winnie®,” Gerald mut-
tered to himself. He was unlacing his shoes and struggling out of his
jacket.,

“You can’t go into the water with your hurt hand,’ said Gudrun
in a low voice of horror.

‘What? It won’t hurt.’

‘Mr Gerald,” came the Captain’s terrified voice from the
steam-boat. ‘Miss Diana’s in the water.’

‘Did anyone go in for her?’ asked Gerald’s sharply.

“Young Doctor Brindell, sir.’

‘Where are they?’

‘I see no sign of them, sir. Everybody’s looking, but there’s
nothing so far.’
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‘Get her out, Gerald, oh, get her out,’ the child’s voice was
crying anxiously. In another moment Gerald dropped down into
the water. Gudrun was rocking violendy in the canoe and the water
shook with coloured lights. He was gone. Gudrun rowed here and
there. Would he never come back? She started, hearing someone
say: “There he is.” She saw him swimming like a water-rat and rowed
involuntarily towards him. But another, bigger boat was closer, and
he climbed out in it. The beauty of his slim body made Gudrun
want to die.

‘Put the lights out,” said Gerald. ‘We shall see better.,” Then
there was another splash and he was gone again. Again and again
he dived.

‘Gudrun?’ called Ursulas voice. The boats of the two sisters
pulled together. *Where is Gerald?’

‘He’s in the water,” answered Gudrun, ‘and he shouldn’t with
his hurt hand.’

‘There he is!” cried Ursula, who had the sharper eves. Birkin
pulled towards him and helped him into the boat. This time Gerald
climbed in heavily, tiredly and Birkin began to row.

‘Where are you going?’ asked Gerald suddenly, as if just wak-
ing up.

*Home, said Birkin.

‘Oh no!” said Gerald imperiously. “We can’t go home. Turn
back, I'm going to find them.’

‘No,’ said Birkin. ‘You can’t.’

"Why should you interfere?’ cried Gerald angrily. But Birkin
did not answer, and rowed silently to the shore.

When they arrived, Gerald climbed out, wet and shivering
violently. There stood his father in the night.

‘Father!” he said.

“Yes, my boy? Go home and take those things off.’

"We can’t save them, father,’ said Gerald.

“There’s hope yet, my boy. We’ll let the water out. Go home
and look after yourself.’

‘Well, father, I’'m sorry. I'm afraid it’s my fault. But I've
done what 1 could. I could go on diving, of course, but it’s not
much use.” He slowly started pulling on his jacket that Gudrun
handed to him. ‘There’s one thing about our family,’ he said to
her. ‘Once anything goes wrong, it can never be put right’. ['ve
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noticed it all my life.” They were walking now towards the house.
‘And when you are down there, it is so cold, and so endless, that
you wonder how it is that so many people are alive and why we’re
up here. I shall see you again, shan’t 1? Goodnight, and thank
you. Thank you very much.’

Birkin took Gerald into the house, and then accompanied the
girls home. Later, Birkin went back to Shortlands, the Crich’s family
home. The men were still searching the lake and he heard Gerald’s
voice on the water. On the shore stood the old doctor, the father of
the young doctor who was lost. He stood, quite silent, waiting. Birkin
also stood and watched. Gerald came up in a boat.

“You still here, Rupert?” he said. “We can’t get them. The bot-
tom is very deep, you know, and God knows where the current has
taken them.’

‘Is there any need for you to be here?’ asked Birkin. “Wouldn't
it be much better if you went to bed?’

‘To bed? Good God, do vou think 1 would sleep? We’ll find
them before 1 go away from here.’

‘But the men would find them just the same without you.’

Gerald looked up and put his hand affectionately on Birkin’s
shoulder, saying, ‘Don’t worry about me, Rupert. If there’s anybody’s
health to worry about, it’s yours not mine.’

‘But won’t you leave this? You’re forcing yourself into horrors
and terrible memories. Come over to my place.’

*No,’ said Gerald, his arm about the other man’s shoulders.
‘Thanks very much, Rupert. I want to see this job done. I'll come
tomorrow.’

The bodies of the dead were not found till towards dawn. Di-
ana had her arms tight around the neck of the young man, choking
him.

‘She killed him,’ said Gerald.

All over the district there was dreadful excitement. Everywhere
on the Sunday morning the miners wandered about, discussing the
tragedy. It was as if the angel of death were very near.

Gudrun had wild ideas about comforting Gerald. Ursula was
deeply and passionately in love with Birkin. She was quite indif-
ferent to all the talks of the accident. She merely stayed indoors
all day by herself and glanced at the window hoping he would be
there.
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Vocabulary

walnut tree — OpelIHHK

customary — TpaiMLUMOHHbIN

wealth — GoraTcTBO, JOCTAaTOK

hedge — u3ropoisb

paradise — pai

flattering — 3d. 100OE3HBIN

creature — CyIIECTBO, CO3/laHHE; 30. DKCIOHAT
clumsy — HEJIOBKHIA, HEYKITIOKHIA
naked — obHaxXeHHBIH

suit — ycTpauBarh, M0JAX0AUTH

globe — 3d. Kopryc

SWay — IMoKa4uBaThCs

obey — NOBMHOBATLCH

impersonal — 6eccTpacTHbIN
imperiously — rosejMTe/IbHO

current — TeYeHHe

affectionately — nackoso, ¢ 11000BbIO
dawn — paccseTr

choke — ayiuuTh

Notes

They hated their inferiors” humility, gratitude or awkwardness —
OHU TEprEeTh He MOTIU YHHKEHHS, 01aronapHOCTH UK HEJTOB-
KOCTH TeX, KTO HaXOJQMUJICs HHKE UX IT0 COLIMATBbHOMY ITOJIOXKE-
HU IO

= Christmas cracker — (pOXX4eCTBEHCKA) XI0MNyLIKa

3 she wore her clothes in pure defiance — ona Hocuna onexiy ¢ OT-
KPOBEHHO BbI3bIBAIOLIMM BUAOM

4 as if he were not a gentleman — mams cecmep bpaneeen ébtuing
JAMYMHC 3d HEAOBEKd, IAHUMABHIECO foaee HU3Koe coludabHOoe NOAG-
HCeHue

5 It was as if he belonged naturally to death and catastrophe. — Ci10BHO
OH 10 CBOEH npupone Obl1 YaCTb CMEPTH U HECYACTHH.

6  Diana — [Jduana, muamias cecrpa dxepanboa; Winny — BuHHH,
BTOpas maanwas cectpa JI>xepanbaa TpUHaILATH JIET

7

it can never be put right — 3T0 HUKOTa HEb35 UCIIPABUTD
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Activities

Translate the sentences using the words from the box.

1)
2)

3)
4)

-

3)
6)
7)
8)
9)

10)

custom
wealthy
obey
flatter
relief
paradise
bandage
search
suit
naked

«3TO BpEeMst BAC VCTpauBaeT?» — CIpPOCUII OH.

Koraa no refedoHy oHa ycablllaia rojloc CblHa, TO Mo-
4YBCTBOBAJA DOJbLIOE 0DJICrYeHME.

Ter 66112 Ha ManbauBcKux octpoBax? TaM HaCTOSIWIA
Jroamn obbIcKaM Bech Jiec, HO MPOTAaBLIEro pebeHKa He
HALLLTH,

«B 370l CONMOMEHHON LLISNKe Thl BLIMIAAMIIL HA Jie-
CATb JIET MOJ0OXKE», — CKa3ajla BHyY4YKa cBoeii babyluke.
«Tbl MHE JLCTHLIL», — YJILIOHYIACH CTAPYILKA.

OH nopsa (tore) ¢Boio pyBaLLIKy M epeBsi3al paHy Apyra.
[ua pacckazan Typucrtam o0 0OblMasiX XHUTeaeil 3TOoi
CTPAHBI.

HeByllika oTKa3lajlach NO3MpOBaTb OOHAXEHHOW mLId
MOJIHOI'O XKypHana.

OH MpUMEHSIT XeCTOKMEe METOdbl, YTOObl 3aCTaBUTh
KHBOTHBIX €MY MOIYHHATHCSI.

#l yurtan B raszete, YTO ITOT NUCATENb YEXaa Ha 3anaj u
CTaj1 0OraTbiM YE10BEKOM.

Put the sentences in the right order.

1)

Birkin helped Gerald to get the canoe into the water, and
the two girls pushed gently off.

50

2)

3)
4)

J)
6)
7)
8)

9)
10)

There was a crowd of people standing on the road, look-
ing enviously over the hedge.

Boats were hurrying from all directions to the scene.
The sisters found a place on the bank and slipped naked
into the water.

Mr Crich gave a public water-party to the staff of the
Grammar School.

In another moment Gerald dropped down into the wa-
ter.

Toward sunset Gerald and Birkin rowed across to find the
sisters, and they all sat watching the light die over the water.
Then, as if the night had smashed, suddenly there was a
great shout and confusion.

The bodies of the dead were not found until dawn.
Gudrun and Gerald were floating with the lanterns sway-

ing.

III. Imagine that you are:

Gudrun. Describe your wish to leave the party and your
rest with Ursula on the bank of the river.

Ursula. Speak about the picnic with the young men.
Gerald. Describe your actions and feelings during the
tragedy.

Birkin. Speak about your impressions of the day.

8. THE INDUSTRIAL MAGNATE

Thomas Crich was dying. He had pains in the heart which took
away all his life. His work and public interests had disappeared, as if
they had never been. Even his wife barely existed. All his life he had
been faithful to charity and to his love for his neighbour!. He was a
great mine-owner and the welfare of his people had always been of the
greatest importance to him. He had always felt that to move nearer
to God, he must move towards his miners. He was not deceived by
the poor. He knew they came begging for charity, when they had no
need, but he always gave, whenever he could.
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Now that he was so ill, Gerald had come home and took re-
sponsibility of the firm. He had proved to be such a wondertul direc-
tor, that the father slowly handed everything over to him. Mr Crich
trusted his son, but for love he had Winnie. She was his voungest
child and she was the only one of his children he had really loved.
Since the death of Diana, and the development of his illness, he had
become obsessed with the idea of Winifred’s safety, and with doing
something for her future.

She was a strange, sensitive child, sometimes talking and playing
like the gayest and happiest of children. But then she became reserved
and detached. She liked drawing and modelling, and Gerald suggested
that Gudrun Brangwen might come and give her lessons. Thomas Crich
believed that Winnie had talent. He had seen Gudrun, and he knew
that she was an exceptional person. He could give his child into her
hands. Mr Crich did not hesitate to appeal to Gudrun.

Meanwhile, as the father drifted more and more out of life,
Gerald found himselfin charge= of a ship that was sinking beneath his
feet. The mines were old. They would soon be exhausted and there was
talk of closing down. Gerald had refused to go to Oxford, and had in-
stead studied mining techniques in Germany. It had never interested
him much before, but now it did. There was plenty of coal, but by
the old technique they could not get it. Gerald’s father had thought
only of the men, of a way of giving them work. Gerald thought only
about making the mines more efficient. So he set himself to work to
put the industry in order.

Assoon as Gerald entered the firm, the convulsion of death ran
through the old system. All his life the young Crich had been tortured
by a furious and destructive temper that possessed him sometimes
like a demon. This temper now entered like a cruel virus into the
firm. He made terrible and inhuman reforms. The old grey manag-
ers, the old grey clerks, the weak, shaky pensioners were removed as
lumber. Widows of miners killed in the mines no longer got free coal,
but had to pay for it. New machines were imported, which took over
the work of many men. Expert engineers were introduced into every
department. The miners were reduced to mere mechanical instru-
ments. The joy went out of their lives as they became more and more
mechanized. And yet they accepted the new conditions. At first they
hated Gerald Crich and swore they would kill him. But as time went
on, they accepted everything with some fatal satisfaction.
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Gudrun new that it was a vital thing for her to go to Shortlands.
She knew it was equivalent to accepting Gerald Crich as a lover. And,
although she waited, not liking to be forced into things, she knew
she would go. She was curious to see and to know evervthing. She
also wanted to know what Winnie was really like. Having heard the
child call from the steamer in the night, she felt some mysterious
connection with her.

Gudrun talked with the father in the library, then he intro-
duced her to his daughter: “Winnie, this is Miss Brangwen, who will
be so kind as to help you with your drawing and making models of
your animals.’

The child looked at Gudrun for a moment with interest before
she came forward and with face turned away offered her hand.

‘How do you do?’ said the child, not lifting her face.

"How do you do?’ said Gudrun.

Winifred was watching her. She was amused, but rather unsure
as yet what this new person was like. She saw so many new persons,
and so few became friends to her,

"Well, Winifred,’ said the father, ‘aren’t you glad Miss Bran-
gwen has come? She makes animals and birds in wood and clay, and
the people in London write about them in the papers, praising them
to the skies.” Winifred smiled slightly. “Who told you that, Daddy?’
she asked.

*Who told me? Gerald and Hermione told me, and Rupert
Birkin.’

‘Do you know them?’ the girl asked Gudrun, turning to
her.

“Yes,” said Gudrun. Winifred readjusted herself a little.® She
had been ready to accept Gudrun as a sort of servant. Now she real-
ized that they could become friends.

Gudrun liked Winifred and was fascinated by her. After the
first meetings they got on very well. Gerald saw to it that they had a
little studio over the stables. Gudrun realized that he wanted her to be
attached to the family at Shortlands. When she went away for a little
while, to give a show of her work in London, she was touched by the
warm reception she received on her return, and shocked to see how
much Mr Crich’s health had worsened during her short absence. At
his request she gave up her work at the Grammar School and went
to work permanently at Shortlands.
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Yocabulary

faithful — npenaHHBIA, BEPHBIA
charity — 0,1aroTBOpPHUTENBHOCTD
welfare — OnarococTosiHUE

deceive — 0OMaHbIBATHL

prove to he — okazarbcs

trust — 10BEpATL

reserved — ciaepXaHHbIN, 3aMKHYThIHI
detached — oTuyXneHHbIH

exhausted — 30. HCTOIIEHHBIN

furious — ApOCTHBIN

remove — yJa/isTh, BbIFOHSITH

lumber — HEHYXHBIE BELLM

widow — B/1OBa

mere — MMPOCTOi, He foJiee yeM
swear (swore, SWorn) — Kiscrbesl

vital — XuW3HeHHO BaXKHBIH

clay — ramHa

see to smth — 3a00TUTBECS O YeM-J1.
attach — npucoenuHATh, NPUBA3LIBATD
request — npocwda

Notes

TBEHHBIM 34

IPYTUMM I1a3aMHu.

Activities

I. Find in the text the English equivalents to the following words and

word-combinations.

EnBa cyuiectsoBana, 61aroTBOPUTENbLHOCTL, OOMaHBIBATh,
YMOJISITh, TIPOCUTL (MUIOCTBIHIO), BJ1arococTossHUE, OpaTh
Ha cebs OTBETCTBEHHOCTBh, TEpelaTb YTO-J., JOBEPATH,
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love for his neighbour — 3d. 11000Bb K DIIHXHEMY
Gerald found himself in charge of — [Ixepaibn oka3ajicst OTBeTC-

Winifred readjusted herself a little. — Bunudpen s3rnanyna Ha Hee

I1.

I11.

ONEPKMMBIH, YYBCTBUTEJNbLHBIA, KoaedaThes, obpallaThes
K KOMY-J., TOHYTb, 3(p(EKTUBHEII, TPUBECTH B TNOPSI0K,
paspylMTENbHbBIA TEMIMEPAMEHT, ObITh O4APOBAHHBLIM, MO
npocn0e,

Say why:

1)
2)

3)
4)
5)
6)
7)
8)

Thomas Crich became indifferent to everything.

he was so much concerned about (3abotuics) the min-
ers’ welfare.

Mr Crich invited Gudrun to give lessons to Winifred.
Gerald decided to put the mining industry in order.

the miners at first wanted to kill Gerald.

Gudrun decided to go to Shortlands.

Winifred readjusted herself towards Gudrun.

Gudrun liked her work in the Criches’ home.

Prove that:

Thomas Crich was a good man.

he was very fond of his daughter.

Gerald had to change the methods of managing the
mines.

He was a ruthless (6e3xanocTHEBIH) manager.

Gudrun was loved by the members of the Crich family.



9. THE PROPOSAL

Birkin had been seeing a lot of Ursula. She was deeply in love
with him, and continually asked him to tell her e loved her. But he
wanted something more than that, some kind of spiritual union that was
beyond love, and they always argued about it. Then he went away from
her to the South of France, but couldn’t help thinking! of Ursula: how
marvellously gentle and sensitive she was. Why did he ever forget it?

One day he suddenly felt he must go to her at once and ask
her to marry him. They must form a communion, make a permanent
union. He set off at once for Beldover. Ursula’s younger sister, Ro-
salind answered the door, and then went to fetch her father. Birkin
waited in the hall, looking at some reproductions of Picasso, recently
made by Gudrun.
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William Brangwen appeared, rolling down his shirtsleeves. “You
must excuse me.’ he said. ‘I was doing a bit of work in the garden.
Come inside, please.’

Birkin entered and sat down. He looked at the bright, red face
of the other man, at the narrow forehead and very bright eyes, at the
sensitive lips under the black moustache. How curious it was that
this was Ursula’s father! He didn’t look like a parent — the spirit had
not come from him. But the spirit doesn’t come from any ancestor,
thought Birkin, it comes out of the unknown. A child is the child of
the mystery.

‘I don’t want to interrupt vou,’ said he aloud. ‘I called to see
Ursula. Is she at home?’

‘I don't believe she is. I think she’s gone to the library. You
wanted to speak to her?’

‘As a matter of fact, | wanted to ask her to marry me.’

A point of light came into the golden-brown eyes of the elder
man. ‘Oh,” he said, ‘was she expecting vou, then?’

‘No.’

‘No? I didn’t know anything of the sort was being planned.’

‘It’s perhaps rather sudden,’ said Birkin and then, thinking of
his relationship with Ursula, he added, ‘but [ don’t know.’

There was a moment’s pause, after which Brangwen said, "Well,
let her do as she pleases?.’

‘Oh vyes,’ said Birkin calmly.

A vibration came into Brangwen’s strong voice as he went on:
“Though 1 shouldn’t want her to be in too much of a hurry. It’s no
use regretting about it afterwards, when it’s too late.’

‘Oh, it’s never too late as far as marriage is concerned?.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘If one regrets being married, it’s always possible to put an end
to it,” said Birkin.

“You think so? Well, that may be your way of looking at it. |
suppose you know what sort of people we are, what sort of upbring-
ing she’s had?’

‘Do | know what sort of upbringing she’s had?” Birkin repeated
aloud. He seemed to annoy Brangwen intentionally.

‘Well,” said the father, ‘my children have been brought up to
think and behave according to the religion I was brought in myself.
And I don’t want to see them going away from it.’
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‘Why?" asked Birkin.

This short question seemed to explode in Brangwen’s brain
like a shot. *“Why? Because | don’t believe in your modern and crazy
ideas. Jumping in and out of marriage like a frog in a jar.’

There was a complete silence because of the utter failure of mu-
tual understanding?, but at that moment they heard Ursula coming
in. Brangwen opened the door and called out to her. She appeared
in a moment wearing a bundle of books under her arm.

"Oh, how do you do!’ she cried, seeing Birkin and taken aback.
‘Have | interrupted a conversation?’

“Mr Birkin came to speak to you, not to me,’ said her father.

‘Oh did he?’ she said casually, as if it did not concern her. “Was
It anything special?’

‘I hope so,’ said Birkin ironically.

“To propose to you,” said her father,

*Oh,’ said Ursula.

‘Oh,” mocked her father, imitating her. ‘Have you nothing
more to say?’

‘Did you really come to propose to me?’ she asked Birkin, as
if it were a joke.

“Yes, 1 wanted vou to agree to marry me.’

‘Ah,” she said in an absent voice which maddened her father.
‘Well, what do you say?’ he cried. ‘Don’t look like an idiot.’

“You don’t have to answer me now,’ said Birkin. “You can say
when you like.’

Hereyes flashed. “Why should I say anything?’ she cried. ‘1t has
nothing to do with me. You both want to force me into something.’

‘A self-willed fool. that’s what she is,’ shouted her father.

Birkin rose saying: ‘Think about it and let me know when you
wish.” And he left without saying another word.

Ursula went upstairs, singing to herself, but she was terribly
shaken,

She did not see Birkin for some time. She did not want to. She
felt he still belonged in some way to Hermione, and besides, she knew
what Birkin meant when he asked her to marry him. She knew what
kind of surrender he wanted — a union of the souls. But she wanted
love and intimacy. She wanted to have him as her own:; wanted him
to love her with complete self-abandonment and knew he would never
abandon himself fully to her. But she was prepared to fight for it.
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Vocabulary

communion — COODLIECTBO JI0AEH, HMEIOLIMX OJUHAKOBbIE yOexae-
HHS

forehead — 106

spirit — ayura, IyXOBHOE Havyaio

ancestor — rpeJoK

regret — coxaleTb

upbringing — BOCIIHTaAHUE

annoy — pasapaxaTb

intentionally — Hapo4YHO, HAMEPEHHO

jar — 6aHka

casually — HeGpexHo, ¢ 6e3palIMUYHBIM BUIOM

mock — nepenpasHUBATh

self-willed — cBOeBONBLHDIN, YIIPAMbIii

surrender — cjaya, KanuTyasgUus

self-abandonment — camo3abBeHuUE

Notes

couldn’t help thinking — He MOr He AyMaTh

as she pleases — Kak el HpaBUTCH

as far as marriage is concerned — uTo Kacaetcst Opaka

utter failure in mutual understanding — no,s1HoOe OTCYTCTBHE B3aUMO-
MOHWUMAHMWH

o e b —

Activities

I. Find in the text the antonyms to the following words and word-com-
binations.

To hate, material, rude, insensitive, to divorce, long ago, tem-
porary (BpeMeHHBbIH), wide, descendent (MOTOMOK), to say to
oneself, success, old-fashioned, reasonable (pa3ymHblii), re-
sistance, a body.

11. Complete the sentences according to the text.

1) Birkin wanted some kind of
59




2) He thought that Ursula
3) Birkin went to Ursula’s house to

4y  William Brangwen didn’t want Ursula
5) Ursula appeared with
6) Seeing Birkin she was
7)Y She spoke in an absent voice that

8) Ursula didn’t want to see Birkin because
9) She knew that by marriage Birkin meant
10) She wanted

[I1. Imagine that you are:

e Birkin. Explain why you decided to propose to Ursula.

e William Brangwen. Explain why you were not happy
when you heard of Birkin’s intention to propose to Ur-
sula.

e Ursula. Explain why you didn’t agree to Birkin’s pro-
posal.

10. ATRIP OUT

Some time after, Birkin went to find Ursula. It was the half-
day at the Grammar School and he arrived at the end of the lesson
to invite her for a drive out with him. She said yes, but her face was
closed and cold, and his heart sank.

The afternoon was fine. He drove the motorcar with her beside
him. He suddenly swung the car out of the way of a farm cart. He
was a careless driver, yet very quick. Ursula was frightened. ‘Isn’t it
rather dangerous, the way you drive?’ she asked.

‘No, it isn’t dangerous. Don’t you like being out in the car?’

“Yes, but [ don’t know why you invited me. You should have
asked Hermione! You belong to her.” But she soon felt sorry. ‘1'm glad
you invited me,’ she said, putting her hand gently on his arm.

He smiled slightly. He wanted her, but he was a little angry.
He knew she felt passion for him, but she was still at the emotional
personal level.

“Won't it be lovely to go home in the dark?’ she said. “We could
have tea rather late.’
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‘I promised to be at Shortlands for dinner,” he said.

‘Does it matter? You can go tomorrow.”

‘Hermione is there,’ he said hesitatingly. ‘She’s going away in
two days and [ ought to say goodbye. I shall never see her again.’

Ursula pulled away in angry silence.

“You don’t mind, do vou?’ he asked irritably.

‘No, I don’t care. Why should I? Go where you belong.’

‘But it’s finished between Hermione and me!” he cried. 1 only
wanted to say goodbye to her.’

‘Go to her! I’'m not spiritual enough for you!” She was blazing
with fury.! ‘Spiritual? I tell you she’s dirt. [t’s dirt you want. Where is
her spirituality? She just wants the illusion that she is a great woman.
But in her soul she’s dirt, and vou love it!’

She turned away from him. He stopped the car and they sat
there, in the middle of the country road.

‘If vou weren’t a fool,” he cried in despair, ‘you’d see that one
must be decent, even when one has been wrong. | was wrong to go
on those vears with Hermione. But after all, one can have a little hu-
man decency. But no, you would tear my soul with your jealousy at
the very mention? of Hermione’s name.

‘Jealous! You are mistaken if you think that. ['m not jealous in
the least of Hermione, she is nothing to me.’

And in the stress of her violent emotion she got down from
the car.

‘Leave me here,’ she said. ‘I won’t go any farther with you.’

‘You don’t even know where we are.’

‘It doesn’t matter. I've got enough money to get me home,’
she replied and she walked away down the road. He sat watching her,
filled with anxicty. He badly wanted her to come back.

After a while she did turn, and began to drift slowly towards
him. She came up and stood before him.

‘Look, I've brought you a flower,” she said, offering it to
him.

He smiled, taking it. Everything had become simple again. A
hot passion of tenderness for her filled his heart. He got down and
looked into her face. It was so delicate and luminous in its wonder and
fear. He put his arms around her and she hid her face on his shoulder.
Then she looked up at him. The wonderful yellow light in her eyes
was soft now. He kissed her softly many times and she smiled.
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‘Did 1 offend you?’ she asked.

He smiled too. ‘Never mind.”’

She laughed and flung her arms around him. *You are mine,
aren’t you, my love?’ she cried.

“Yes,” he said softly.

‘And do you love me?’

“Yes,” he said again and she knew it was true.

The dusk had begun to fall® and they drove on to an inn and
had tea beside the fire. Afterwards he stood on the carpet, looking
at her golden beauty. Kneeling before him, she put her arms around
him and put her face against his thighs. ‘We love each other,” she
said in delight.

‘More than that,” he answered.

Her face was now lit with golden light, as she looked up at him
and laid her hands full on his thighs.

‘My love,’ she said.

‘My love,” he answered, bending and kissing her. “We shall never
go apart again,” he murmured quietly. She did not answer, but only
pressed her hands down more firmly.

Then they threw off their clothes and he pulled her to him. His
fingers upon her naked body were the fingers of silence upon silence.
She had had lovers, she had known passion, but this was neither love,
nor passion. It was a kind of release.

Yocabulary

swing (swung, swung) — KpyTO BLIBEPHYTD
cart — Tenexka

irritably — pasnpaxeHHO

despair — oTyasiHHe

decent — NPHIIMUYHLIA, MOPAXOUHBIN
decency — nMopsiIOYHOCTD

jealousy — peBHOCTY, 3aBHCTh

delicate — HeXHBIH, YTOHYEHHBIN

inn — TpakTHp, TOCTUHHIIA

kneel — omyckaTbes Ha KOJNIEHH

thighs — benpa

bend — HakIOHATLCA

release — ocsoboxaneHue, U30aBIeHHUE
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Notes

She was blazing with fury. — Ona kunena ot rHeea.
at the very mention — ripu oiIHOM YIIOMWUHAHHU
Never mind. — Huyero (HesaxHo).

The dusk had begun to fall — Hauano cMepkatescs

Activities

Fill in the blanks with the words and word-combinations from the box
in the proper form.

L)
2)
3)

4)
3)

6)
7)

8)

careless
offend
promise
kneel
irritate
bend
despair
pull
decent
release

The young man
proposed to her.
She failed at the exams to the University and was in

before the girl and

The scholarships to the students are very low but the gov-
ernment to raise them.
There were notices on the doors: ‘push’ and
Being a man he married the woman
who was expecting his baby.

He often

We hoped for his
near future.

I never watch humorous shows. They
me.

people by mocking at them.
from prison in the
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9) My son is a driver and I am always
afraid for him.

10) “Why are you crying?’ asked a man a
little girl.

[I.  Answer the questions to the text.

1) Where did Birkin invite Ursula?

2) Was Birkin a careful or a careless driver?

3) Why did Birkin have to go to see Hermione?
4) Why was Ursula so angry with Birkin?

5) What did Birkin feel towards Ursula?

6) Where did Birkin and Ursula have tea?

7) They became lovers, didn’t they?

8) What did Ursula feel after they had made love?

III.  Act out the dialogues between Ursula and Birking:

s about Hermione.
e about jealousy.
e about love,

11. DEATH AND LOVE

Thomas Crich died slowly, terribly slowly. It seemed im-
possible to everyone that the thread of life could be so thin, and
yet not break. But his will was unbroken. For Gerald, who went
to see his father every morning, it was a fearful experience. He
was horrified by the dark burning eyes, which stared at him out
of the living corpse. In his distress, he turned to Gudrun. Now
he only wanted to set a relationship with her. He went with her to
the studio to talk to her, to be near her. She felt him following at
her heels like a doom.! She held away from him, but she knew he
always drew a little nearer.

One evening, when she had stayed to dinner, he offered to walk
her home. As they went out into the night he slipped his arm around
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her waist and drew her to him. Her heart began to beat violently: his
arm was so strong and powerful,

“That’s better,” he said. The triumph in his voice was like a
sweet, poisonous drug to her. Did she mean so much to him?

She nestled against him. ‘Are you happier now?’ she asked.

‘Much better,” he answered. They walked on and he seemed
to lift her from the ground.

‘But how much do you care for me?’ came her almost trem-
bling voice. ‘You see, | don’t know.’

*‘How much! I don’t know either — I care everything for you.’
He was amazed by his own declaration, but it was true. He cared
everything for her.

Under the bridge he stopped and lifted her up to kiss her. He
crushed her upon his breast. She was breathless and dazed. It was
terrible and wonderful, and she felt she would die under the inhu-
man strength of his arms. Under this bridge the miners would stand,
pressing their sweethearts to their breasts and kissing them. And now
the master of them all pressed her to himself. Ah, but were their kisses
as fine and powerful as the kisses of their master?

“You are so beautiful” she murmured, and he pulled her closer
to him,

They got near her home and parted. He went home full of the
strength and the power of desire. But the next day she did not come.
She sent a note saying that she had a cold. He tried to be patient, and
wrote back saying how sorry he was he could not see her.

That day he did not even leave the house. It was obvious that his
father would not last the week. He sat for a long while in the chair be-
side the window in his father’s room. Sometimes his father would lift
his grey face and try to speak. Then suddenly Gerald heard a strange
noise. Turning round, he saw his father’s eyes wide open, rolling in
inhuman frenzy. He started to his feet and stood staring in horror.

*Wha-a-ah!" came a choking sound from his father’'s throat,
and came the dark blood. The tensed body relaxed and the head fell
down onto the pillow.

Left alone, Gerald could not bear it. One day passed by and
another. And all the time he was like a man hung in chains over the
edge of an abyss. As the evening of the third day came on, his heart
rang with fear. He could not bear another night. He was deeply and
coldly frightened in his soul. He did not believe in his own strength
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any more. He needed to find reinforcement. After dinner he pulled on
his boots, put on his coat and set out to walk in the night. It was dark
and misty. Where was he going? It didn’t matter. He stumbled through
the woods and fields, until he suddenly found himself in the lamp-
lit streets of Beldover. He went on until he reached the Brangwens’
house. He slowed down as he neared his goal. What if the house were
closed in darkness? But it was not. He saw a big lighted window.

Gerald went quickly into the house. He looked into the hall.
There were pictures on the walls and the stairs were going up to the
bedrooms. He peered into a half-open door near the stairs. It was the
dining room. In a chair by the fire, the father sat asleep, his mouth a
little open. It would take the smallest sound to wake him.

Gerald stood quietly for a moment, and then quickly went up-
stairs. He came to the first landing. There he stood, scarcely breath-
ing. A door was open. That must be the mother’s room. He could
hear her moving about in the candlelight. All through the house he
went, like a wolf in the dark, opening all the doors and peering into
the rooms until at last he found Gudrun’s.

Softly he went in. The door made a little creaking noise. ‘Is it
you, Ursula?’ came Gudrun’s frightened voice. He heard her sitting
up in bed. In another moment she screamed.

‘No, it’s me,” he said, feeling his way towards her. ‘It is 1,
Gerald.’

‘Gerald!” she echoed in amazement. Then hurriedly she it a
candle. She looked at him as he stood by the bed. His face was strange
and luminous. She saw that his boots were full of mud, and wondered
if he had made footprints all the way up.

“Why have you come?’ she asked.

‘I wanted to,” he replied.

And this she could see from his face. It was fate.

“What do you want of me?” she asked in a cold voice.

He pulled off his cap with a dreamlike movement and went
across to her. ‘I came because I had to,’ he said. “Why do you ask?’
She looked at him in doubt and wonder as he pulled off his boots and
coat. ‘It has to be s0,” he said. ‘If you weren’t in the world, [ wouldn’t
be here either.” She let him hold her in his arms, close to him. He
found a wonderful relief in her. It was a miracle. He felt himself dis-
solving in her warmth and softness. His limbs were growing fuller and
stronger again. He buried his small, hard head between her breasts,
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and she, with trembling hands, pressed his head against her. As he
came into her, he was endlessly grateful to her, as to God.

Afterwards he fell asleep in complete exhaustion and restora-
tion. But Gudrun lay wide awake?. She wanted to look at him, as he
lay in her arms, but she dared not move, in case she disturbed his
sleep. The hours passed, then at last the church clock struck five.
She raised herself, leaned over him tenderly and kissed him. His
eyes opened.

“You must go, my love,’ she whispered. ‘It’s late.’

‘“What time is it?’

‘Past five o’clock.” He held her closer to him. ‘I’m afraid if you
stay any longer. You really must go. My parents may see you.’

He got up and dressed himself quickly, feeling a little foolish,
yet happy. She flung on her dressing-gown and they went downstairs
quickly. At the gate he kissed her and walked away into the dawn.
Noiselessly, she hurried back to bed, relieved to be safely in her
room. She nestled down in the hollow his warm body had left and
went quickly to sleep.

Yocabulary

thread — HuTL

corpse — TPyl

distress — rope

poisonous — s1J10BUTbIN
sweetheart — munas, nodumas
murmur — DOpMOTATh

last — DnUTHLCSH, TAHYTHCH
frenzy — nuMxopajaka, besymue
abyss — nponacTb
reinforcement — ronkperyieHue cui, 3d. onopa
mist — TyMaH

stumble — MATH CNOTHLIKAACH
peer — 3arasiAbIBaTh

landing — necTHUYHAsA KJIETKA
fate — cyan0a

dissolve — pacTBOpATHCH

limbs — KoHeuHOCTH

hollow — BrmanuHa
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Notes

She feit him following at her heels like a doom. — OHa yyBcTBOBasNa,

YTO OH CJeayeT 3a HeH 1o nATaM, CJI0BHO POK.
2 lay wide awake — nexana 6e3 cHa

Activities
I. Complete the sentences using the words from the box in the proper
form.
last
poisonous
disturb
landing
threads
part
corpse
abyss
limbs
distress
1) After his long illness he looked like a
2) Be careful: these mushrooms may be
3) Their friends were surprised that after twenty years Df
marriage they ,
4) — How long will the film )
— [ think about two hours.
5) There was nobody to whom she could turn in her
6) To make embroidery one needs coloured
7) They are our neighbours: we live on the same
8) He went to bed and put a notice on the door of the hotel
room: ‘Please, don’t ’
9) A normal man has four
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10) The driver swung the car and stopped it on the very edge
of an

II. Imagine that you are:

1) Gerald. Say:
e what you wanted in your distress.
e what Gudrun meant to vou.
o how you felt after kissing Gudrun.
e why you couldn’t bear another night without Gud-
run.
e whether Gudrun’s parents were at home.
e when you left Gudrun’s home.
2) Gudrun, Say:
o whether you often saw Gerald.
e whether you were sure of his love.
e what you felt when Gerald kissed you under the
bridge.
e why you tried to hold him off.
¢ why vou wanted Gerald to leave your house early in
the morning.
e what vou did when you returned to your room.

III. Make up questions to Gerald and Gudrun (see exercise II).

12. LEAVING HOME

One evening Ursula returned home very bright-eved and an-
nounced to the family, ‘Rupert and I are going to be married tomor-
row.’

Her father turned round quickly. “You what?’ he said.

“Tomorrow!” echoed Gudrun.

‘Indeed!’ said her mother.

But Ursula only smiled happily and didn’t answer.

‘Married tomorrow!’ exclaimed the father. “What are you talk-
ing about?’

“Yes,” said Ursula. “Why not?’ Those two words from her always
drove him mad. “You knew we were going to get married.’
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‘“We knew! Why does anybody know anything about you, you
secretive bitch!’

‘Father!’ cried Gudrun, flushing deeply. Then in a cold but
gentle voice she addressed to Ursula: ‘But isn’t it awfully sudden?”

‘No, not really,” said Ursula with the same maddening cheer-
fulness. ‘He’s been wanting me to agree for weeks, only | wasn’t
ready myself.’

« “] wasn’t ready myself!” * her father mimicked her offen-
sively.

Ursula drew herself up! angrily. ‘What does it matter to you?
You never cared for my happiness. You only wanted to bully me!”

Her father moved nearer to her, tense as a cat ready to spring.
‘It doesn’t matter to me what becomes of you?’ he cried in a strange
voIce.

‘No, you only want to...”

‘What?’ he roared threateningly.

‘Bully me,’ she muttered, and as her lips were moving, his
hand slapped her cheek.

‘Father!” cried Gudrun in a high voice. ‘It is impossible!” He
stood unmoving. Ursula recovered and lifted her face defiantly with
tears shining in her eyes.

‘It’s true,’ she cried. “What has your love ever meant except
bullving and denial?’ Father was advancing again, with a face as
black as thunder, but swift as lightning Ursula flashed out of the
door, and they heard her running upstairs. He stood for a moment
like a defeated animal, and then went back to his chair. After a few
minutes Ursula reappeared in her hat and coat with a small case in
her hand: ‘Goodbye!” she said. ‘I’'m leaving.” And in the next instant
the door was closed and they heard her quick, light footsteps going
down the path.

Ursula went straight to the station. As she walked through the
darkness, she began to cry bitterly, like a broken-hearted child. When
she arrived at Birkin’s, she slipped past his landlady into his study.

‘Hello!” he exclaimed in surprise, seeing her standing there
with a case in her hand and the marks of tears on her face. ‘Come in.”
He took the bag from her hand and they went into the study. There,
immediately, her lips began to tremble like those of a child, and the
tears came rushing up. He held her in his arms and kissed her hair as
she sobbed violently on his shoulder.
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They were married the next day and she wrote to her father
and mother to tell them. Only her mother replied. She did not go
back to the school. She stayed with Birkin in his rooms, not seeing
anyone but Gudrun and Gerald.

One afternoon Gerald sat talking to her in the warm study in
Birkin’s flat. Rupert had not yet come home.

‘Are you happy?’ Gerald asked her with a smile.

‘Oh very happy!” she answered.

‘Yes, one can see it.’

She was pleased: ‘Can one? Why don’t you be happy as well?
You could be, just the same?.’

‘With Gudrun? Do you think she would have me?’

‘Oh, I’'m sure!” she cried. ‘Though of course Gudrun isn’t so
very simple.’

‘I was going to ask her to go away with me at Christmas,’ he
said cautiously.

‘Go away with you?’

“Yes, go abroad for a few days or for a fortnight. I say?, do you
think we might all go together?’

‘All of us?” again Ursula’s face lit up. ‘Oh it would be fun, don’t
you think? And then you could both see.’

‘What?’

‘How things will go. I think it’s often best to take the honey-
moon before the wedding.” And she laughed.

Yocabulary

announce — o0bABAATH

indeed! — Heyxenu? Hy U HY!

bitch — cTepBa

bully — 3anyrusaTh, 1aBUTh, TPO3UTh
spring (sprang, sprung) — BCKOYHUTh
roar — peBeTh

slap — yaapuTh, 1aTh NOLIEYUHY
recover — nNpuiaTH B cebs

denial — 3d. oTKa3 B YeM-J.

swift — ObICTpHBINA

defeated — 30. noGUTHIN
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landlady — kBapTHpHas xo34a/Ka
cautiously — ocTopoxHo

L

II.

I11.

Notes

Ursula drew herself up — Ypcyna BoeinpsiMmuiace
just the same — TOYHO Tak xe
I say — Ilocaywai(re)

Activities

Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-com-
binations.

To declare, really!, to get red, joyfulness, to trouble about
smith., to jump up, 1 don’t care, to shout, to stand still. refus-
al, quick, moment, at once, to answer, to return, to be glad,
also, look here (nocayuiaii), two weeks.

Find in the text the words and sentences proving that:

1) Ursula was happy when she announced about her mar-
riage.

2) her father was angry when he heard the news.

3) Ursula was offended by her father’s reaction to the news
of her marriage.

4) she wanted Gudrun and Gerald to get married.

Make up a summary of the chapter (5—6 sentences).



13. ON THE CONTINENT

It was decided that they should go to Innsbruck. The two
couples travelled separately and met up at the hotel. When Birkin
and Ursula arrived, they were exhausted after their long journey, but
Innsbruck was so wonderful, deep in snow and darkness, that they
soon revived. The hotel, with the golden light shining in the doorway,
seemed like home. They laughed with pleasure when they were in
the hall. The place seemed full and busy.

Ursula caught sight of Gudrun coming slowly down the stairs
in her fur coat. ‘Gudrun, Gudrun!’ she called waving.

Gudrun’s eyes flashed with pleasure as she saw her sister. ‘Ur-
sula!’ she cried, coming quickly to meet her. ‘Isn’t it wonderful here?
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We thought you were coming tomorrow. I wanted to be at the station
to meet you.’

When Gerald arrived, the sisters sent the two men off to smoke
and then went to Gudrun’s room to talk about their travels and im-
pressions. At dinner Gudrun was really brilliantly beautiful, and
everybody noticed her. Gerald was glowingly handsome. The two of
them seemed to cast a spell! over the whole dining-room.

The next day they travelled to a small place the end of the tiny
valley railway. They were in the heart of the mountains. There was
snow everywhere, strangely radiant and silent.,

‘Ah,” said Gerald, sniffing the air. “This is perfect. There’s our
sledge. But we’ll walk a bit first.’

Gudrun dropped her heavy coat on the sledge as he dropped
his, and they set off. Suddenly she set off running up the road. Her
blue, bright dress fluttered in the wind and her thick, red stockings
were brilliant above the whiteness of the snow. Gerald watched her
for a moment: she seemed to be rushing towards her fate, leaving him
behind. He let her get some distance, then ran after her.

Birkin and Ursula were also running along over the snow. Ur-
sula was excited and happy, but she kept turning suddenly to catch
hold of Birkin’s arm, to be aware of his presence. ‘This is something
I never expected,’ she said. ‘It’s a different world here.’” They were
overtaken by the sledge that came tinkling through the silence. They
jumped in and after another mile they caught up with Gerald and
Gudrun,

On and on through the dazzling mountains they drove until
they came at last to a little high land of snow. In the middle stood a
lonely building with brown wooden walls and a white heavy roof. It
stood like a rock that had rolled down from the mountain. People
came to the door laughing and excited. Boots rang on the snow-wet
floor of the hotel as they went into the warm interior.

Gudrun and Gerald followed the serving woman to their bed-
room. In a moment they found themselves alone in a bare, small
room, all of golden-coloured wood. On both sides of the door were
two beds covered with enormous blue-checked feather quilts?. They
looked at each other and laughed.

‘It isn’t too rough, is it?’ Gerald asked smiling.

The bedroom wasn’t very warm and Gudrun shivered slightly,
but she said: ‘It’s wonderful, like being inside a nut.” Then she went
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and stood before the window. ‘Oh, look at this!” she cried. Blue
evening had fallen over the huge mountain landscape and it filled
Gudrun with a strange delight. Gerald went over to her and stood
looking over her shoulder. Already he felt he was alone. She was gone
from him.

‘Do you like it?” he asked in a cold voice. At least she might be
aware that he was with her. But she only turned away and he knew that
there were tears in her eyes. Tears of a strange religion that excluded
him from her life. He put his hand under her chin and lifted up her
face to him. Her dark blue eyes, in their wetness of tears, looked at
him in sudden fear. Then the passion came up in him, wave after
wave. He took her up in his arms, crushing her body against his. She
moved convulsively, as if to push him away. His heart became a flame
of ice and he squeezed her with steel hands. He would rather destroy
her than be denied. But then she relaxed and lay quietly under him.
And to him she was so sweet that he would have given anything not
to miss that moment with her.

‘I shall always love you,” he said, looking at her. But she did
not hear. She lay looking at him as something she could never un-
derstand. He kissed her again, standing up. ‘Shall we go down for
some coffee and biscuits?

‘“Yes.” she said briefly and got up slowly. They got dressed and
went downstairs with a strange other-world look on their faces. They
saw Birkin and Ursula sitting at the long table in the corner, waiting
for them.

‘How good and simple they look together,” Gudrun thought
enviously.

The coffee came hot and good with a whole ring of cake. There
were other people in the place, ten altogether: two artists, three stu-
dents, a man and his wife and a professor with his two daughters — all
Germans. When they had finished their coffee, they went to a salon.
The room had wood panels, like the rest of the house. There was a
piano, sofas, chairs and a couple of tables with books and magazines.
One of the company, Herr Loerke, was giving a recital® of German
poetry. He was a little man, with a boyish figure, a round head and
quick eyes, like a mouse’s. When the company was settled, he went
on. Gudrun could not understand a word, but she was fascinated
watching him. He must be an artist. No one else could have such a
fine flexible voice.
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Later Ursula was asked to sing. She had a beautiful voice and
this evening she was at her best*. The Germans praised her in soft,
reverent voices and she felt Birkin looking at her as if he were jeal-
ous of her. She was as happy as the sun that has just appeared above
the clouds. Then there was dancing. Gerald led, dancing with first
one and then with the other of the professor’s daughters. Gudrun
wanted to dance with Loerke. She waited for him to come up, but a
kind of shyness kept him away. Meanwhile she watched Gerald and
suddenly thought: ‘He would like to have all the women he can — it
is his nature: he is naturally promiscuous.” And in her heart she re-
solved to fight him. One of them must triumph over the other.

That night before they went to bed and as she sat brushing her
hair, he asked her: “Who do you like best downstairs?’

‘I don’t know. I don’t know enough about them yet to say. Who
do you like best?”’

‘Oh, I don’t care. It doesn’t matter about me. I wanted to
know about you.’

‘Well, I can’t tell you yet.” She felt he was dominating her.
‘What a fine game you played with the professor’s daughter, didn’t
vou?’

*“What game?’

"With the younger one. Isn’t she in love with you? She thinks
you're wonderful. Isn’t it funny?’

‘Funny? What’s funny?’ he asked.

"To see you working on her. Poor girl!’

While he slept, Gudrun lay and watched him. She was suddenly
overcome by a sincere love for him. Till now she had been afraid of
him. What a fine, independent will he had. He was beautiful. ‘Gerald,
my young hero,” she thought to herself. ‘There are perfect moments.
Wake up and convince me of the perfect moments.” He opened his
cyes and looked at her. She smiled at him and he smiled back. That
filled her with an extraordinary delight.

*You’ve done it,” she said.

‘Done what?’ he asked, dazed.

‘Convinced me.” And she bent down, kissing him passionately.
He did not ask her what he had convinced her of, though he was glad
she was kissing him and he wanted that most of all.

The next days passed in an ecstasy of physical movement: ski-
ing, skating, moving with intense speed and white light. Gerald’s
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eves became hard and strange, and as he went by on his skis, he was
more like some powerful, fatal symbol than a man.

Luckily there came a day of snow, when they all had to stay
indoors. Otherwise, Birkin said, they would all change into strange
snow creatures. In the afternoon Ursula sat in the salon, talking to
Loerke. He was lively and full of good humour as usual. Gudrun
walked in. She too wanted to talk to Loerke. He was a sculptor and
she wanted to hear his ideas about art. And his figure attracted her.
He had a look of a little homeless child with such wise old man’s
eyes. He intrigued her.

‘Isn’t it interesting, Prune,’ said Ursula turning to Gudrun.
‘Herr Loerke is doing a great frieze for a factory in Cologne?.’

‘In what?” asked Gudrun.

‘In granite,” came the reply. And there immediately followed
a series of questions and answers between them. Gudrun was very
much impressed. She was looking at him with large, serious ¢yes.
Loerke wanted to talk to her, and so they sat and he told her all
about his life. He seemed too young to have had all the experiences
he talked of.

‘How old are yvou?’ she asked him.

‘How old are you?’ he replied without answering.

‘I’'m twenty-six,” she answered.

‘And your husband, how old is he?’

*Who?" asked Gudrun.

“Your husband,’ said Ursula with a certain irony.

‘He is thirty-one,” Gudrun replied. Loerke looked at her with
his clever, piercing eyes.

Both the sisters liked Loerke. There was something about
him that made him fascinating. Both Birkin and Gerald disliked
him.

“What do the women find so impressive in that little man?’
Gerald asked.

‘God alone knows,” answered Birkin. ‘All women seem o
rush towards these weak beings. He’s so repulsive that fascinates
them.’

The days passed, with Gudrun and Loerke always talking about
art and sculpture, and Gerald angrily mocking. Ursula began to
find the situation oppressive. She couldn’t even stand the snow any
more. Its dazzling whiteness seemed to hurt her. She wanted the rich
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earth and colours again. So she and Birkin decided to go to Verona.
He too was glad to leave. When they told Gerald and Gudrun they
could feel that they were relieved by their going. It was time to be
apart for a while.

The next day Gerald and Birkin walked a little on the road
ahead of the sledge, waiting for it to overtake them. ‘How much
longer will you stay here?” asked Birkin.

‘Oh, I don’t know,” Gerald answered. “‘Until we get tired
of it.’

“You’re not afraid of the snow melting first?’ asked Birkin.

Gerald laughed. ‘Does it melt?’ he said.

“Things are all right with you then?’

Gerald half closed his eyes. ‘I don’t really know what those
words mean. A/l right and all wrong. Don’t they mean almost the
same thing somewhere? Gudrun destroys my soul and leaves me
sightless. Yet I want to be sightless, I want to be destroyed. 1 don’t
want it any different. Of course, | wouldn’t agree not to have had
this experience! She’s a wonderful woman. But how [ hate her
sometimes!’

“Then why do you go on?’

‘Oh, it’s not finished vet.’

The sledge came with Ursula and Gudrun. Gudrun got
down and Birkin took her place. They all made their farewell.
Then the sledge drove away leaving Gudrun and Gerald behind
on the snow, waving. Something froze Birkin’s heart, seeing them

standing there in the isolation of the snow, growing smaller and
smaller.

Yocabulary

revive — OXXMBUTD

busy — 30. 0XKUBJIEHHbIA, 3aMOMTHEHHbIH JT10,IbMH
flutter — Tpenerathb, pa3BeBaThCH

overtake — oOTOHATH

tinkle — no3psikuBaTh

rough — xecTkmii

nut — opex

landscape — neiizax, maHgwadr
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exclude — uckiIOYaTh

squeeze — CKMUMATh

be denied — ObITE OTBEPIHYTHIM

flexible — ruOkuit, 30. C MOAYIALIUAMMU
reverent — rOYTHTEIbHBIN, 61aroroBeiHbIA
promiscuous — Hepa30OPYUBLIA B CBA3AX
convince — yoexnaThb

frieze — (bpus, pesibeHas CKYJBATYpA
piercing — rpoHULIATEIbHBIH

repulsive — oTTaIKKMBaKOLIHI

stand — TepneThb

Notes

was giving a recital — nexiaMHpoBal
she was at her best — oHa ObLia B yoape
Cologne — KenbH (20pod)

Lh o L R —

Activities

I. Fill in the blanks with the words and words-combinations from the

box.

to cast a spell — ouapoBbIBATh, OKOJIJIOBBIBATD
blue-checked feather quilts — ronyOnie KeT4aThle MyXOBBIC ONeATa

busy
checked
exclude
landscape
sniff
convince

be denied
catch up
promiscuous

stand smb, smth
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11.

IT1.

Y
2)
3)
4)
)
6)
7)
8)
9)

10)

A dog the bags and began to bark show-
ing there were some drugs in them.,

Clowns usually wear
red noses.

Nobody could a young man that his fa-
vourite music was bad.

She had missed many classes and it was difficult for her
with her group.

trousers and big

We live in a very street and it is usually

awfully noisy outside.

Let’s go out of the room: I can’t the
smell of tobacco.
Being in the choice of sexual partners

one may catch AIDS (CI1KU1).

We couldn’t tear ourselves (otopsBaTbesi) from the
outside the window of the train.

A young man who by his girlfriend

wanted to commit suicide.

People who want to lose weight must

from their diet bread, cakes and fat meat.

Say whether these statements are true or false. Correct them if they
are false.

1)
2)
3)
4)
J)
6)

7)
8)
9)

10)

The two couples travelled to Innsbruck together.

There were few people in Innsbruck.

They stayed in a hotel high in the mountains.

Gerald felt lonely because Gudrun had left him.

Ursula was giving a recital.

Gudrun didn’t mind Gerald dancing with the professor’s
daughter.

The young people stayed indoors most of the time.
Gudrun discussed poetry with Herr Loerke.

Ursula wanted to leave Innsbruck because she had things
to do at home.

Gerald loved Gudrun but sometimes he hated her.

Ask each other questions to the text.
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14. SNOWED UP

When Ursula and Birkin were gone, Gudrun felt herself free
in her contest with Gerald. As they grew more and more used to
each other, he dropped all respect for her privacy. Already conflicts
had begun between them which frightened them both. One evening,
Gudrun went and sat alone in her room, looking out of the window.
Soon Gerald came in. She knew it would not be long before he did.

‘“Why are you sitting here alone in the dark?’ he asked. She
could hear the resentment in his voice. She remained silent, but slowly
put out her hand and touched his knee.

‘How much do you love me?’ she asked.

*How much do vou think 1 do?’

‘I don’t know, but I think very little indeed.’

His heart went icy at the sound of her voice. “Why don’t I love
yvou?’ he asked, as if admitting the truth of the accusation.

‘| have no idea — I've been good to you. You were in a terri-
ble state when you came to me. | had to take pity on you, but it was
never love.’

“Why must you keep repeating that there is no love?’ he asked
in a voice full of rage.

“You know you have never loved me, don’t you?’ she went on,
almost mocking.

‘No,” he said, suddenly sincerely.

‘And vou never will love me, will you?’ she said finally.

‘No,” he said.

‘But,’ she replied, ‘what have you got against me?’

He was silent in cold, frightened rage and despair. ‘If only
| could kill her,” his heart was whispering repeatedly. ‘1 should be
free.’

"Why do you torture me?’ he said.

She threw her arms around his neck. ‘Ah, | don’t want to
torture vou,” she cried in a pitying voice. But her pity was as cold as
stone. It was only her voice which comforted him. *Try to love me a
little more and want me a little less,” she went on.

“You mean you don’t want me?’ he said.

“You are so insistent. You leave me no space for myself. Don’t
vou think I could have a room of my own now, when Ursula has
gone?’
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‘Do as you like. You can go altogether if you want.’

“Yes, | know that,’ she replied. ‘So can you.’

Suddenly a great dark tiredness came over him. He dropped his
clothes on the floor and climbed into bed. He felt he was lying upon
a black sea. Gudrun slipped in beside him and put her arms around
him. She pressed her cheek against his hard shoulder.

‘Gerald,’ she whispered. ‘Gerald.” There was no change
in him. ‘Gerald,’ she whispered again, kissing his ear. Her warm
breath on his face seemed to relax the tension. The hot blood
began to flow again through his veins. ‘“Turn round to me,’ she
insisted.

So at last he turned and gathered her in his arms. And, feeling
her so wonderfully soft against him he crushed her to him, and she
couldn’t resist him. His passion was awful to her, like a destruction.
She felt it would kill her. She was being killed. *Shall 1 die? Shall 1
die?’ she repeated to herself. And there was no answer to the ques-
tion.

‘In the end,’ she said to herself, ‘I shall go away from him.’

‘I can be free of her,” he said to himself. But for the first time
his will wasn’t strong enough. He did not know where to go.

In the evening they climbed together up the high slope to
see the sunset. In the sharp, cold wind they stood and watched the
vellow sun turn deep pink and disappear. To her it was so beautiful.
She seemed to lose herself in the glowing rose colour. Gerald saw it
was beautiful, but felt nothing. He wished the mountains were grey
and ugly, so that she would not get her support from them. Why did
she leave him standing there, with the icy wind blowing through his
heart, like death?

‘What does the sunset matter?” he said. “Why is it so important
to you?’

‘Go away,” she cried, ‘and leave me to it. It is the most beauti-
ful thing I have ever seen in my life. Why do you have to destroy it
for me?’

‘One day,” he said softly, ‘1 shall destroy you as you stand look-
ing at the sunset, because you are such a liar.’

She was frightened, but arrogant. ‘Ha,’ she said. *I’'m not afraid
of your threats.’

‘In the end,’ he said to himself, “I’ll kill her.” And he trembled
with excitement.
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She had a curious sort of friendship with Loerke. Gerald knew
of it, but took no notice, although her soft kindness to the other
man, whom he hated as a poisonous insect, made him shiver. One
evening Gerald was arguing with Loerke about Italy and Tripoli.
They were both excited, as if it were a contest of spirit between the
two men. At last Loerke turned to Gudrun and said: “You see, my
dear Frau' Crich...’

‘Please don’t call me Frau Crich,’ cried Gudrun, her cheeks
burning. The name, in Loerke’s mouth particularly, was an intoler-
able humiliation.

The two men looked at each other in amazement. Gerald’s
cheeks went white.

“What shall I say then?’ asked Loerke, softly mocking.
‘Fraulein?’

‘I am not married,’ said Gudrun in German. Her heart was
fluttering like a wounded bird. Gerald sat straight, perfectly still. His
face was pale and calm, like the face of a statue. Then suddenly he
rose and started a conversation with the professor. Gudrun watched
him, troubled. He did not seem angry or disgusted, only curiously
innocent and pure, and really beautiful. That night she went to his
room, hotly and violently in love with him. He was so beautiful and
inaccessible. He kissed her, he was a lover to her, and she had extreme
pleasure in him. But he remained remote and closed. He was over-
come with hatred for Loerke.

‘Why are you so interested in that little snake?” he asked
her.

She looked at him with black fury. ‘I don’t want to discuss it
with you.’

‘It doesn’t matter whether you want or not,” he replied. ‘1 just
want to know what it is in him. | want to know why you're so ready
to fall down and kiss the feet of that little insect.’

‘It’s because he has some understanding of a woman, because
he’s not stupid like you. That’s why it is.’

A sinister, animal-like smile came over Gerald’s face. ‘I shall
go away tomorrow,” he said.

She turned on him. ‘Remember,” she said, ‘1 am completely
independent of you — completely.”’

‘You mean we are strangers from this minute?’
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She flushed. “We can never be strangers, but if you want to make
any movement apart from me, then you are free to do so.’

The next day Loerke, who had never yet spoken to her person-
ally, began to ask her of her state.

*So you’'re not married at all, are you?’

‘Not in the least,” she replied.

Loerke laughed. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘Is Mrs Birkin your sister?’

‘Yes, and she is married.” Then she told him briefly of her posi-
tion. He watched her closely, curiously all the while.

‘How long has your friendship with Herr Crich lasted?’

‘Some months.’

‘| am surprised. | thought the English were so... cold. And what
do you think vou will do when you leave here?’

‘I don’t know.’

“You can’t go back to teaching. Leave that to those who can
do nothing else. You — you are a remarkable woman. Why deny it?
You are an extraordinary woman. Why should you follow the ordi-
nary course of life?’

Gudrun sat looking at her hands, flushed. She was pleased that
he said so simply, that she was a remarkable woman. He would not
say 1t unless he believed it.

It was decided that they would leave in two days. Whether she
would go back to England with Gerald or not, Gudrun was still not
sure. The day before the departure Gerald went out skiing as usual,
and Gudrun went out in a little toboggan with Loerke. Loerke did
not take the tobogganing very seriously. He put no fire and intensity
into it, as Gerald did, which pleased Gudrun. They drove through
the white world until the sun went down and then Loerke suddenly
produced a large thermos flask, a packet of biscuits and a bottle of
Schnapps.

‘Oh, Loerke,’ she cried, sniffing the bottle. ‘Can you smell
raspberryv? Isn’t it wonderful!” She sipped the hot coffee, whose fra-
grance rose around them in the snowy air, and drank tiny sips of the
fiery Schnapps. How good everything was. How perfect everything
tasted and smelled and sounded, here in the utter stillness of snow
and falling twilight,

Suddenly they were aware of a vague, white figure near them.
It was Gerald. Gudrun’s heart leapt in terror.

‘Santa Maria! You come like a ghost,’ exclaimed Loerke.
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Gerald did not answer. To him the smallish, odd figure of the
German was repulsive, and he wanted it to be removed.

“There is still some Schnapps,” said Loerke and, leaning to
Gudrun, he said. ‘Frdulein, would you...’

There was a crack, the bottle was flying.? Loerke looked at
Gerald, a mocking smile on his face. ‘Well done,’ he said sarcasti-
cally.

The next instant he was lying in the snow, Gerald’s fist having
slapped against the side of his head. He sat up, but Gerald’s other fist
came down upon him. Gudrun moved forward. She raised her fist
and brought it down with all her force onto Gerald’s face.

He looked at her in astonishment, feeling the pain. Then he
laughed, turning with strong hands outstretched. At last he could
realize his desire. He took Gudrun’s throat between his hands, that
were hard and powerful. And her throat was so beautifully soft. He
could feel the life inside it, and this he could crush. He crushed and
crushed, watching the unconsciousness come into her swollen face.
How ugly she was!

Loerke roused himself on the snow. He was too dazed and
hurt to stand up. ‘Herr Crich,” he said in a weak voice, ‘when you
have finished...’

A feeling of disgust came into Gerald’s soul. What was he do-
ing, to what depths was he letting himself go! As if he cared enough
about her to kill her3, to have her life on his hands! A weakness ran
over his body, a terrible decay of strength. ‘I’ve had enough, I want
to go to sleep,” he muttered. He let Gudrun free and walked away
through the snow.

He was weak but could not rest. He wanted so much to come
to the end: he had had enough. He walked on and on up the slope
of snow in the bluish darkness. Here he was afraid of falling, and
there was a cold wind that was knocking him off his feet. But he
went on. It was not the end, and he must still move on. He slipped
down a slope of snow, and that frightened him, but he roused him-
self and walked on in the moonlight. On and on he went until he
came to a hollow valley of snow?. Here he slipped again and fell
down, but this time something broke in his soul, and immediately
he went to sleep.

When they found the body the next morning, Gudrun was shut
up in her room. From her window she saw the men coming, carry-
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ing something heavy over the snow. There came a soft knock at her
door. She opened. There stood a woman saying softly: "They have
found him, madam.’

‘Is he dead?’

“Yes — hours ago.’

Gudrun did not know what to say. What did they expect
of her? ‘Thank you,’ she said and closed the door. The woman
was shocked. Not a word, not a tear — ah, Gudrun was a cold
woman.

Two days later Birkin and Ursula arrived. Ursula, with tears
streaming down her cheeks, took her sister in her arms. Gudrun
buried her face in Ursula’s shoulder, but could not cry. There was
ice in her heart.

Birkin went to see Gerald. He had loved him, and yet he
felt disgust at the cold body lying there. He felt sick as he stood
before the frozen corpse that had been Gerald. He touched the
glittering fair hair, It was icy cold. Birkin’s heart began to freeze.
But when he came again in the evening, to look at Gerald in the
candlelight, the tears suddenly broke out. He sat down in a chair
and cried.

‘He must have loved me,’ he said to Ursula who had fol-
lowed him.

“What difference does it make?’ she asked with white lips.

‘It makes a difference, it does!”

“You’ve got me, aren’t I enough for you?”’

He smiled and kissed her hand. *You are enough for me, as far
as a woman is concerned. But 1 wanted a man friend as eternal as
you and I are eternal.’

“You can’t have two kinds of love,” she said. *It’s false, impos-
sible. Why should you?’

‘It seems as if I can’t,” he said. “‘But | wanted it.’

Yocabulary

privacy — yeIMHCHHE, BOIMOXKHOCTL IMOOBITHL OJITHOMY
resentment — Bo3MyllieHHE, 0OHIA

accusation — oOBUHEHHE

take pity — xKanerb
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insistent — HAaCTOMYMBBINA

altogether — cosceM

arrogant - BLICOKOMEPHBII, HaAMeHHbIH
intolerable — HEBLIHOCUMBIH

humiliation — yHMxeHue

inaccessible — HepocATaeMbIA, HELOCTYNHbBIW
remote — 3d. OTYYKICHHBIH

sinister — 310BELLKIA

toboggan — roborraH, MajleHbKHE CaHU
fragrance — apomart, NpUMATHBIN 3anax
sip — JIOTOK; NpuxJjicdLIBaTh

vague — HesACHbIi, e1Ba pasinYUMbIH
swollen — pacnyxuimi

decay — ynanok

eternal — BeyHbII

Notes

Frau (nem.) — dpay (obpatyerue K 3aMyiCHel HCeHitHe)

2 Friulein (nem.) — dpoiingiin (oOpauerie K He3aMyHWCHEl HCeH-
witie)

There was a crack, the bottle was flying. — Pa3snanca 3ByK ynapa,

OyTBUIKA OTJieTe/1a B CTOPOHY.

as if he cared enough about her to kill her — kak 6yiTo oH 00K €€

HACTOJILKO, UYTOOB! YOUTH

hollow valley of snow — oBpar, 3anoJHeHHbIH CHErOM

Activities
L. Translate the sentences paying attention to the italicized words.

1) We are sure that all the accusations against him are false
and soon he will be released.

2)  Allthe works ofa young writer were rejected (OTBEpTHYTbI)
by publishing houses, but he was insistent and did not sur-
render.

3) The tourist camp was very busy and the young couple

could not find privacy they wanted.
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4)
5)
6)
7)

8)
9

10)

She could never forget the Aumiliation she felt when her
classmates were sneering at her.

The fans of a pop-star looked at their idol (kymup) rever-
ently. She was so beautiful and inaccessible.

This book is about a perfumer who killed virgins to make
wonderful fragrances.

Don’t let your hound Kill hares. Take pity on the poor
creatures.

I don’t like this man. | can’t stand his arroganf manners.
Some people are convinced that we watch a decay of cul-
ture in our country,

Lots of newly wed couples come to the efernal fire fo kneel
before it on the day of their wedding.

Say whether these statements are true or false. Correct them if they
are false.

D

2)
3)
4)
)
6)

7)

8)
9)

1}

The relations between Gudrun and Gerald were cloud-
less.

Gudrun doubted Gerald’s love.

She wanted to kill Gerald to get free of him.

Gerald didn’t mind her friendship with Loerke.
Sometimes Gudrun felt a strong passion to Gerald.

The day before the departure all three of them went out
in a toboggan.

Gerald joined Gudrun and Loerke in drinking
Schnapps.

Gerald killed Loerke.

Gerald went high up the mountains because he wanted to
have a walk.

Birkin believed that Gerald had loved him.

Imagine that you are:

1)

2)

Gudrun. Speak about:

e vour tobogganning with Loerke.

e Gerald’s actions when he saw you and the German.
Loerke. Describe:

e vyour attitude to Gudrun.

e Gerald’s jealousy towards you.
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3)

4)

Gerald. Speak about:

e vyour feelings towards Gudrun.

e your wish to die.

Birkin. Describe what you felt when looking at your dead

friend.

David Herbert Lawrence
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